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NOTE 

iHis volume of papers, unconnected as they arc, it 
will be better to read through from the beginning, 
rather than dip into at random A certain thread of 
meaning binds them Memories of childhood and 
youth, portraits of those who have gone before us m 
the battle—taken together, they build up a face that 
“I have loved long since and lost awhile.” the face 
of what was once myself. This has come by acci¬ 
dent , I had no design at first to be autobii^raphical, 
1 was but led away by the charm of beloved memories 
and by regret for the irrevocable dead, and when 
piy own young face (which is a face of the dead also) 
began to appear in the w'ell as by a kind of magic, 
I was the first to be surprised at the occurrence 
My grandfather the pious child, my father the idle 
eager sentimental youth, 1 have thus unconsciously 
exposed. Of their descendant, the person of to-day, 
I wish to keep the secret, not because 1 love him 
better, but because, with him, I am still in a business 
partnership, and cannot divide interests. 



viii ' » ’ NOTE 

Of the papers which make up the volume, some 
have appeared already in Tht ComhtU^ Zongmaf^s, 
Scribner^ The English Illustrated^ The Magazine af 
Art^ The Contemporary Eevieiv, three are here in 
print for the first time, and two others ha^e enjoyed 
only wliat may be regarded as a private circulation. 

R L. S. 



jJtemories and portraits 
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THE FOREIGNER AT HOME 

“ This lb no my am hnuse , 

I ken by the bigj'iir f)'t ’ 

Two recent books,* one by Mr Grant White on 
England, one on France by the diabolically ckver Mr 
^Hillcbrand, may well have set people thinking on the 
divisions of races and nations Such thoughts should 
arise with particular congruity and force to inhabitants of 
that United Kingdom, peopled from so many different 
stocks, babbling so many different dialects, and offering 
in Its extent such singular contrasts, from the busiest 
over-population to the unkmdliest desert, from the 
Black Country to the Moor of Rannoch. It is not 
only when we cross the seas that we go abroad, there 
are foreign parts of England, and the race that has 
conquered so wide an empire has not yet managed to 
assimilate the islands whence she sprang. Ireland, 
^ales, and the Scottish mountains still cling, in part, 
to their old Gaelic speech. It was but the other day 
that English tnumphed in Cornwall, and they still show 

1 i38z 
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in Mousehole, on St Michael’s Bay, the house of the 

4 r 

last Cornish-speaking woman English itself, whith 
will now frank the traveller through the most of North 
America, through the greater South Sea Islands, in 
India, along much of the coast of Africa, and in the 
ports of China and Japan, is still to be heard, m its 
home country, in half a hundred varying stages V>f 
transition You may go all over the States, and— 
setting aside the actual intrusion and influence of 
foreigners, negro, French, or Chinese—you shall scarce 
meet with so marked a diffeience of accent as in the 
forty miles between Edinburgh and Glasgow, or of dialect 
as m the hundred miles between Edinburgh and Aber¬ 
deen. Book English has gone round the world, but 
at home we still preserve the racy idioms of our fathers, 
and every county, in some parts every dale, has its own 
quality of speech, vocal or verbal In like manner, local 
custom and prejudice, even local religion and local law,^ 
linger on into the latter end of the nineteenth century 
-^mpena tn tmperto^ foreign things at home 

In spite of these promptings to reflection,* ignorance 
of his neighbours is the character of the typical John 
Bull His is a domineering nature, steady in fight, 
imperious to command, but neither curious nor quick » 
about the life of others. In French colonies, and still 
more m the Dutch, I have read that there is an im¬ 
mediate and hvely contact between the dominant and 
the dominated race, that a certain sympathy is begotten, 
or at the least a transfusion of prejudices, making flfe 
easier for both But the Englishman sits apart, burstingt^ 
with, pride and ignorance. He figures among his vassals * 
.in the hour of peace with the same disdainful air that » 
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led him on to victory. A passing enthusiasm for some 
foreign art or fashion may deceive the >\oild, it cannot 
impose upon his intimates He may be amused by a 
foreigner as by a monkey, but he i^'ill never condescend 
to study him with any patience Miss Bird, an authoress 
with whom I profess myself m love, declares all the 
stands of Japan to be uneatable—a staggering preten¬ 
sion So, when the Prince of Wales’s marriage was 
celebrafbd at Mentone by a dinner to the Mentonese, it 
was proposed to give them solid English fare—roast 
beef and plum pudding, and no tomfoolery. Here we 
have either pole of the Britannic folly. We will not 
eat the food of any foreigner; nor, when we have the 
chance, will we suffer him to eat, of it himself The 
same spirit inspired Miss Bird’s American missionaries, 
who had come thousands of miles to change the faith of 
Japan, and openly professed Iheir ignorance of the 
religions they were trying to supplant. 

I ‘quote an American in this connection without 
scruple. Uncle Sam is better than John Bull, but 
he IS taned with the English stick. For Mr Grant 
White the States are the New England States and 
notiilng more. He wonders at the amount of drink¬ 
ing in London; let him try San Francisco He 
^wittily reproves English ignorance as to the status 
of women in America; but has he not himself for¬ 
gotten Wyoming? The name Yankee, of which he 
is so tenacious,' is used over the most of the great 
, Union as a term of reproach. The Yankee States, 
'tlf 'which he is so staunch a subject, are but a drop 

ttie bucket. And we find m his book a vast virgin 
.'jghoiance of the life and 'prospects of America; every 
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view partial, parochial, not raised to the horizon, the 
moral feeling proper, at the largest, to a clique of 
Stales, and the whole scope and atmosphere not 
American, but merely Yankee I will go far beyond 
him in reprobating the assumption and the incivility 
of my countryfolk to their cousins from beyond the 
sea; 1 grill in my blood over the silly rudeness df 
our newspaper articles, and I do not know where 
to look when I find myself m company ^ith an 
American and see my (ountrymcn unbending to him 
as to a performing dog But in the case of Mr 
Grant White example were better than precept. 
Wyoming is, aftei all, more readily accessible to 
Mr White than Boston to the English, and the New 
England self sufficiency no better justified than the 
Britannic. 

It is so, perhaps, in all countries, perhaps in all, 
men are most ignorant of the foreigners at home. 
John Bull IS Ignorant of the States, he is probably 
Ignorant of India, but considering his opportunities, 
he is far more ignorant of countries nearer his own 
door. There is one country, for instance—its frontier 
not so far from London, its people closely akin, its 
language the same in all essentials with the English 
—of wl^ich I will go bail he knows nothing. His 
Ignorance of the Sister kingdom cannot be described; 
It can only be illustrated by anecdote. I once travelled 
with a man of plausible manners and good intelligence 
f—a University man, as the phrase goes—a man, be- 
^ides, who had taken his degree m life and knew d 
thing or two about the age we live in. We were deep 
m talk, whiding between Peterborough and London; 
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among other things, he began to descnbe some piece 
of legal injustice he had recently encountered, and 
I observed in my innocence that things were not so 
in Scotland “ I beg your pardon,” said he, “ this 
IS a matter of law,” He had never heard of the 
Scots law, nor did he-choose to be informed. The 
law was the same for the whole country, he told me 
roundly, every child knew that At last, to settle 
matter^ I explained to him that I was a member of 
a Scottish legal body, and had stood the brunt of an 
cvamination in the ver> law in question. Thereupon 
he looked me for a moment full in the face and 
dropped the comersation. This is a monstrous in¬ 
stance, if you like, but it does nol^ stand alone in the 
experience of Scots 

England and Scotland differ, indeed, m law, in 
history, m religion, in education, and m the very 
look of nature and men’s faces, not always widely, 
but always trenchantly Many particulars that struck 
Mr Grant White, a Yankee, struck me, a Scot, no 
less forcibly, he and I felt ourselves foreigners on 
many common pro\ocations A Scotchman may tramp 
the better part of Europe and the United States, and 
never again receive so vivid an impression of foreign 
travel and strange lands and manners as on his first 
excursion into England The change from a hilly to 
a level country strikes him with delighted wonder. 
Along the flat horizon there arise the frequent vener¬ 
able towers of churches. He sees at the end of airy 
vistas the revolution of the windmill sails. He may 
go where he pleases in the future; he may see Alps, 
and Pyramids, and lions; but it will be hard to beat 
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the pleasure of that moment There are, indeed, few 
merner spectacles than that of many windmills bicker¬ 
ing together in a fresh breeze-over a woody country; 
their halting alacrity of movement, their pleasant 
business, making bread all day with uncouth gesticu¬ 
lations, their air, gigantically human, as of a creature 
half alive, put a spirit of romance into the himesf 
landscape When the Scotch child sees them fiist 
he falls immediately in love, and from that time 
forward windmills keep turning m his dreams And 
so, in their degree, with every feature of tlie life and 
landscape. The waim, habitable age of towns and 
hamlets, the green, settled, ancient look of the 
countiy. the lush hedgerows, stiles, and privy path¬ 
ways m the fields, the sluggish, brimming rivers, 
chalk and smock - frocks, chimes of bells and the 
rapid, pertly-sounding English speech — they are all 
new to the curiosity, they are all set to English airs 
m the child’s story that he tells himself at night 
The sharp edge of novelty wears off, the feeling is 
scotched, but I doubt whether it is ever killed 
Rather it keeps returning, ever the more rarely and 
strangely, and even in scenes to which you have been 
long accustomed suddenly awakes and gives a relish 
to enjoyment or heightens the sense of isolation. 

One thing especially continues unfamiliar to the 
Scotchman’s eye—the domestic architecture, the look of 
streets and buildings; the quaint, venerable age of 
many, and the thin walls and warm colouring of all. 
We have, m Scotland, far fewer ancient buildings, abovb 
all in country places; and those that we have are all of 
hewn or harled masonry. Wood has been sparingly 
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used in their construction; the wmdov\-frames are 
sunken in the wall, not flat to the front, as in England; 
the roofs are steeper.pitChed; even a hill farm will have 
a massy, square, cold and permanent appeal anre 
English houses, m comparison, have the look of card¬ 
board toys, surh as a puff might shatter. And to this 
the Scotchman never becomes used His eye can never 
rest consciously on one of these brick houses— rickles of 
bnck, a& he might call them—or on one of these flat¬ 
chested streets, but he is instantly reminded where he is, 
and instantly travels back in fancy to his home 7'his 
is no my am house, I ken by the biggin’ o’t ’ And 
yet perhaps it is his own, bought with his own money, 
the key of it long polished in his pocket; but it has not 
yet, and never will be, thoroughly adopted by his ima- 
gihation; nor does he cease to remember that, in the 
whole length and breadth of his native rountr)', there 
was no building even distantly resembling it 

But it is not alone in scenery and architeiture that 
we count England foreign The constitution of society, 
the very pillars of the empire, surprise and even pain us. 
The dull, neglected peasant, sunk m matter, insolent, 
gross and servile, makes a startling contrast with our 
own long-legged, long-headed, thoughtful, Bible-quoting 
ploughman A week or two in such a place as Suffolk 
leaves the Scotchman gasping It seems incredible that 
within the boundaries of his own island a class should 
have been thus forgotten Even the educated and in¬ 
telligent, who hold our own opinions and speak in our 
' own words, yet seem to hold them with a difference or 
from another reason, and to speak on all things with less * 
interest and conviction. The first shock of English 
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society is like a cold plunge It is possible that tlie 
Scot comes looking for too mu(‘h, and to be sure his 
first experiment ^\lll be in the wrong diret'tion Yet 
surely his comfilaint is grounded; surely the speech of 
Englishmen is too often lacking in generous ardour, the 
better part of the man too often withheld from the social 
eommerc e, and the < ontai t of mind with mind evaded 
as with terror A Scotr h peasant w'lll talk more liberally 
out of his own experience He will not put >ou*by with 
coruersational counters and small jests, he will give 
you the best of himself, like one inierested in life .ind 
mans chief end A Scotchman is vain, interested in 
himself and others, eager for sympathy, setting forth lus 
thoughts and experience m the best light The egofsm 
of the Englishman is self-contained He does not seek 
to prostl>tise Ht takes no interest in Scotland or the 
Scotch, and, w'hat is the unkindest cut of all, he does 
not care to just if) his indifference (live him the wages 
of going on and being an Englishman, that is all he 
asks, rnd in the meantime, while you continue to 
associate, he would rather not be reminded of your 
baser origin Compared with the grand, tree-like se f- 
sufficiency of his demeanour, the vanitv and curiosity of 
the Scot seem uneasy, vulgar, and immodest That you 
should continually try to establish human and serious 
relations, that you should actually feel an interest in 
John Bull, and desire and invite a return of interest 
from him, may argue something more awake and livel) 
m your mind, hut it still puts you in the attitude of a 
suitor and a poor relation Thus even the lowest class 
of the educated English tow'ers over a Scotchman by the 
head and shoulders. 



THE FOREIGNER AT HOME 


9 


Different indeed is the atmosphere in which Scotch 
and English youth begin to look about them, come 
to themselves m life, and gather up those first appte 
hensions which arc the material of future thought and, 
to a great extent, the rule of future conduct I ha\e 
been to school in both" countries, and I found, in the 
bo}s of the North, something at once loughcr and 
more tender, at once more reser\e and more expansion, 
a greater habitual distance checpicred by glimpses of 
a nearer intiniac\, and on the i^hole wider extremes 
of temperament and sensibility The boy of the South 
seems more wholesome, but less thoughtliil, he guts 
himself tcj games as to a business, 'itriving to excel, 
but IS not readily transj>orti d b\ imagination. the 
type remains with me as cleaner in mind and body, 
more active, fonder of eating, endowed with a lesser 
and a less romantic sense of life and of the fiitiin*, 
and more imnicised in present circumstances And 
certainly, for one thing, Knglisli bo)s are younger for 
their age Sabbath obsersance makes a series of grim, 
and perhaps serviceable, juuses in the tenor of Scotch 
boyhood—days of great stillness and solitude for the 
rebellious mind, w'hen in the dearth of books and pU>, 
and m the intervals of stud>ing the Shorter Catechism, 
the intellect and senses prey upon and test each 
other 'I'he typu'al English Sunday, with the huge 
midday dinner and the plethoric afternoon, leads per¬ 
haps to different results. Ab.jUl the very cradle of 
the Scot there goes a hum of metaphysical divinity, 
and the whole of two divergent systems is summed up, 
not merely speciously, in the two first questions of the 
nval catechisms, the English tntely mquinng, ** What ^ 
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IS your name ? ” the Scottish striking at the very roots 
of life with, “ ^Vhat is the chief end of man ? ” and 
answering nobly, if obscurely, “To glorify God and 
to enjoy Him for ever ” I do not wish to make an 
idol of the Shorter Catechism, but the fact of such a 
question being asked opens to us Scotch a great field 
of speculation; and the fact that it is asked of all of 
us, from the peer to the ploughboy, binds us more 
nearly together No Englishman of Bjron’s agfe, char¬ 
acter, and history would have had patience for long 
theological discussions on the way lo hght for Greece, 
but the daft Gordon blood and the Aberdonian school¬ 
days kept their influence to the end VVe have spoken 
of the material conditions; nor need much more be 
said of these. of the land lying everywhere more ex¬ 
posed, of the wind always louder and bleaker, of the 
black, roaring iivinters, of tne gloom of high-lying, 
old stone cities, imminent on the windy seaboard; 
compared with the level streets, the \\arm colouring of 
the brick, the domestic quaintness of the architecture, 
among which English children begin to grow up and 
come to themselves in life As the stage of the 
University approaches, the contrast becomes more ex¬ 
press The English lad goes to Oxford or Cambridge; 
there, in an ideal world of gardens, to lead a semi- 
srenic life, costumed, disciplined and drilled by proctors. 
Nor IS this to be regarded merely as a stage of edu-** 
cation, it is a piece of privilege besides, and a step 
that separates him further from the bulk of his com¬ 
patriots. At an earlier age the Scottish lad begim^ 

' his greatly different experience of crowded class-rooms, 
of a gaunt quadjrangle, of a bell hourly booming over 
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the traffic of the city to recall him from the public-house 
where he has been lunching, or the streets where he 
has been wandenng fancy-free His college life has 
little of restraint, and nothing of necessary gentility. 
He will find no quiet clicjue of the exclusive, studious 
and cultured; no rotten borough of the arts All 
classes rub shoulders on the greasy benches The raffish 
young gentleman in gloves must measure his scholarship 
with th^ plain, clownish laddie trom the parish school 
They separate, at the session^ end, one to smoke 
cigars about a watering-place, the other to resume the 
labours of the field beside his peasant family. The 
first muster of a college class m Scotland is a scene 
of curious and painful interest; so many lads, fresh 
from the heather, hang round the stove in cloddish 
embairassment, ruffled by the presence of then smarter 
comrades, and afraid of the sound of their ow'n rustic 
voices It was in these early days, I think, that 
Professor Blackic won the alTcition of his pupils, 
putting these uncouth, umbrageous students at their 
ease with ready human geniality Thus, at least, we 
have a healthy democratic atmospliere to breathe in 
while at work; even when there is no cordiality there 
is always a juxtaposition of the different classes, and 
in the competition of study the intellectual power of 
each is plainly demonstrated to the other Our tasks 
ended, we of the North go forth as freemen into the 
humming, lampht city At five o’clock you may see 
the last of us hiving from the college gates, m the 
glare of the shop windows, under the green glimmer 
of the winter sunset. The frost tingles in our blood; 
no proctor lies in wait to intercept us; till the bell^ 
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sounds again, we are the masters of the >^orld, and 
some portion of our lives is always Saturday, la trtve 
dt Dteu 

Nor must we omit the sense of the nature of his 
(ountr) and his country’s history graduallv growing in 
the child’s mind from story and from observation. A 
Scottish child hears much of shipwreck, outlying irofl 
skerries, pitiless breakers, and great sea-lights, much of 
heathery mountains, wild clans, and hunted Oivetianters 
Ilreaths come to him in song of the distant Cheviots and 
the ling of forajing hoofs He gloiies in his hard-fisted 
forefatheis, of the iron girdle and the handful of oat¬ 
meal, who rode so swiftly and lived so sparely on their 
laids. Povert}, ill-luck, enterpiise, and constant resolu¬ 
tion are the fibres of the legend of his count!y’s history. 
The heroes and kings of Scotland have been tiagioally 
fated , the most marking incidents in Scottish history— 
Hodden, Darien, or the Porty-five—w^ere still either 
lailures or defeats, and the fall of Wallace and the 
repeated reverses of the llruce combine with the very 
smallness of the couiiti) to teach rathei a moral than 
d material criterion for life IJritain is altogether small, 
the mere taproot of her extended empire Scotland, 
again, which alone the Scottish boy adopts in his imagi¬ 
nation, is but a little part of that, and avowedly cold, 
sterile and unpopulous. It is not so fcir nothing I 
once seemed to have perceived in an American hoy a 
greater readiness ot sympathy for lands that are great, 
and nch, and growing, like his own It proved to be 
quite otherwise a mere dumb piece of boyish romance, 
that 1 had lacked penetration to divine. But the error 
^serves the purpose of my argument, for I am sure, at 



THE FOREIGNER XT fiOME 13 

least, that the heart of young Scotland \m 11 be always 
touched more nearly by i)aucit> of number and Spart«in 
poverty of life 

So we may argue, and >t.t the difference is not e\ 
p’ained Thai Shorter Catechism which T took as 
being so typical of Scotland, was ) et compost d in the 
city of Westminster. 'Fhe di\ision of laces is more 
sliarjily marked within the borders of Scotland itself 
than b^tw'cen the countries Calloway and IJuch.in, 
Lothian and Lochaber, are like foreign part*:, \et >ou 
may choose a man fiom any of them, .ind ten to one, 
he shall prove to liave the headmark of a Scot A 
century and a half ago the Highlander wore a different 
costume, spoke a different lanuiiage, worshipped in 
another church, held different morals, and ol>e>ed a 
different social constitution from his follow t ountrynien 
either of the south or nor^h Kven the ICnghsh, it is 
recorded, did not loathe the Highlander and the High¬ 
land costume as the> wen- loathed by thi remainder of 
the Scotch Yit the Highlander felt himself a Scot 
He would willingly raid into the Scotch lowlands but 
his courage failed him at the border, and he legardcd 
England as a perilous, unhomcly land When tlie Black 
Watch, after years of foreign service, returned to Scot 
land, veteians leaped out and kissed the eartfi at Port 
Patrick They had been in Ii eland, stationed among 
men of their own race and language, where they were 
well liked and treated with affection , but it was the soil 
of Galloway that they kissed at the extreme end of the 
hostile lowlands, among a people who did not under¬ 
stand their speech, and who had hated, harried, and 
hanged them since the dawn of history. I^st, and 
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perliaps most cuiiuus, the sons of chieftains were often 
educated on the ('ontinent of Europe They went 
abroad speaking Ciaclic, they it turned speaking, not 
English, but the broad dialect ot Scotland Nov^, what 
idea had they in then minds ^^hen they thus, in thought, 
identified themselves with their ancestral enemies? 
What was the sense m which thc*y wTre Scotch and ndt 
English, or Scotch and not Inhh? Can a bare name be 
thus influential on the minds and afltclinns of men, and 
a politK al aggregation blind them to the nature of facts ? 
I'he story ot the Austrian Empire would seem to answer. 
No, the far more galling business of Ireland clenches 
the negative from nearer home Is it common educa¬ 
tion, common morals, a common language or a common 
faith, that join men into nations? There were practically 
none of these in the case we are considering 

The fait icmains in spite of the difleuence of blood 
and language, the Low lander feels himself the senti¬ 
mental countryman of the Highlander. When they 
meet al)iuad, they fall upon each other’s necks in spiiit, 
teen at home there is a kind of clannish intimacy in 
their talk liut fiom his compatriot in the south the 
I^owlander stands consciously ajuit He has had a 
different tiaining, he obeys difierent laws, he makes 
his w'lll m other terms, is otherwise divorced and 
married, his eyes are not at home in an English land¬ 
scape or with English houses, his ear continues to 
remark the Lnglish speech, and even though his tongue 
acquire the Southern knack, he will still have a strong 
Scotch accent of the mind. 
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I AM a<<ked to write something (it is not spLCifirally 
stated what) to the profit and glory of m> Ahna Mater, 
and the fact is 1 seem to be in vei> ntarl\ the same 
casc^^ith those w"ho addressed me, foi while 1 am willing 
enough to wiite something, 1 know not wh.^t to write 
Only one point T set, that if I am ti> write at all, it 
should be of the University iistli and ni) own da)s 
under Its shadtjw, of the things that are still the same 
and of those that are already changed su' ti talk, in 
* short, as would pass naturally between a student of 
today and one of yesterday, supposing them to meet 
and grow confidential 

The generations pass away swiftly enough on the high 
seas of life, more swiftly still in the little bubbling back¬ 
water of the quadranglt , so that we see there, on a 
scale startlingly diminished, the flight of tiiuf and the 
succession of men I looked for ray name the other 
day in last year’s case-book of the Speculatne Natur¬ 
ally enough I looked for it near the end , it was not 
there, nor yet in the next column, so that 1 began to 
think it had been dropped at press , and when at last 1 

* Wntten for the ** Book '* of the Kfimburgh University Unmn 
Faaqr Fair. 
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found it, mounted on the shouldt rs of so many succes¬ 
sors, imd looking in that posture like the name of a man 
of ninety, I was conscious of some of the dignity of 
years This kind of dignity of temporal precession is 
likely, with prolonged life, to heeome more familiar, 
possibly less welcome, but 1 felt it stiongly then, U is 
strongly on mt now, and 1 am the more emboldened ,to 
speak with m> siii cessors m the tone of a parent and a 
praise r of thmgs past » 

For, indctd, that which they attend is but a fallen 
University , it has doubtless some remains of good, for 
human institutions decline by giadual stages, but 
decline, m spite of all seeming cml>Llhshmenls, it^oes, 
and wlut is perhaps more singular, began to do so when 
1 ttastd be a student Thus, b) an odd chance, I 
had the very last of the very best A/ma Ala ter, the 
same thing, I hear (which makes it the more strange), 
had incvioiisly happened tt) m) father, and if the} are 
good and do not die, something not at all unsimilar will ’ 
be found in time to have befallen my successors of to¬ 
day Of the specific points of change, of advantage in 
tne past, of shortcoming in the present, I must owm that, 
on a neai t \amination, they look wondrous cloudy The 
chief and far the most lamentable change is the absence 
of a <-Cl tain lean, ugly, idle, unpopular student, whose 
presence vas for me the gist and heart of the whole 
matter whose changing humouis, fine occasional pur¬ 
poses of good, flinching acceptance of evil, shivcnngs on 
wet, easl-wind>, moining journeys up to class, infinite 
yawnings dunng let ture and unquenchable gusto in the 
delights of truantr), made up the sunshine and shadow 
of my college life You cannot fancy what you missed 
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in missing him his virtues, I make sure, arc inconceiv¬ 
able to his successors, just as the> were apparently con¬ 
cealed from his contemporaries, for I was practically 
alone in tlie pU*asure 1 li.id in his sot lety Poor soul, I 
remember liow much he vias cast down at times, and 
how life ^whii h had not yet bt'giin) seemed to be.ilrtady 
ai an end, .end hope ejiiite dead, and misfortune and dis¬ 
honour, like iihysical picsenc'cs, dognmg him as he went 
And It ^na) be woith vs bile to add that these clouds 
rolU'd avs'ay in their season, and tliat all e louels 1 C 3 II avsa\ 
at last, and the troubles of youth in p.irtKiilai are things 
but of a moment So this student, whom I have m my 
eye, toc^k his lull sh.ire of these coiiicrns, and that veiy 
largely h) his own fault , but he still clung to his 
fortune-, and in the midst of much misconduct, kept on 
in hib own way learning how to vsork , and at la^'l, to his 
wonder, cscajicd out of the stagL of slucleMislup not 
openl) bhanu'd , leaving behind linn the Universit) of 
* Edinburgh shorn of a good deal of its interest for 
ni\self 

But while be is (in mon senses than one) the first 
person, he is by no means the onl> one whom I regret, 
or whom the students of to-d.iy, if they knew what thev 
had lost, would regiet also 'rhe> h.ive still 'Tail, to be 
sure—long ma) the*} have him '—and they have still 
Tail’s class-room, cupola and all but think of what a 
different place it was w'hen this )outh cjf mine (at least 
on roll d.xys) would be j)r<*sent on the benches, and, at 
the near end of the platform, Lindsay senior ^ was ainng 
his robust old age It is possible ni} successors may 
have never even heaid of Old Lindsay , but when he 
* Professor Tail'b kiboialory aisista.nl 



18 MEMbR^KS AND PORTRAITS 

went, Si link snapped with the last century He had 
something of a rustic air, sturdy and fresh and plain, he 
spoke with a npe east-country accent, which 1 used to 
admire, his reminiscences were all of journeys on foot 
or highways busy with post-chaises—a Scotland before 
steam; he had seen the coal fire on the Isle of May, 
and he regaled me with tales of ray own grandfather 
Thus he was for me a mirror of things perished , it was 
only in his memor> that I could see the huge Shock of 
flames of the May beacon stream to leeward, and the 
wateliers, as they fed the fire, lay hold unscoiclied of the 
windward bars of the furnace, it was only thus that I 
could sec my grandfather driving swiftly m a gig along 
the seaboaid road from Pittenwecm to Crail, and for all 
his business hurry, drawing up to speak good-humouredly 
with those he met And now, in las turn, Lindsay is 
gone also, inhabits only the memories of other men, till 
these shall follow him , and figures in my lemimscences 
as my grandfather figured in his 

7'o day, again, thej ha\e Professor Butcher, and 1 
hear he has a prodigious deal of Greek, and they 
have Professor Chiystal, who is a man filled with the 
mathematics And doubtless these are set-offs But 
they cannot change the fact that Professor Blackie has 
retired, and that l*rofessor Kelland is dead No man’s 
education is complete or trul> liberal who knew not 
Kelland Theie were unutterable lessons in the mere 
sight of that frail old clerical gentleman, lively as a boy, 
kind like a fairy godfather, and keeping perfect order in 
his class by the spell of that very kindness 1 have' 
heard him dnft into reminiscences m class time, though 
not for long, and gi\e us glimpses of old-world life in 
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out-of-the-way Eni^hsh parishes \ihen he was young; 
thus playing the same part as Tandsay —the part of the 
surviving memory, signalling out of the dark backward 
and abysm of time the images of perished things But 
It v\as a part that scarce became him, he somehow 
lacked the means for all. his silver liair and worn fare, 
h^ was not truly old, and he had too much of the 
uniest and petulant fire of youth, and too much invin¬ 
cible innocence of mind, to play the veteran well The 
time to measure him best, to taste (in the old phrase) 
his gracious nature, was when he leceived his dass at 
home What a pretty simpluaty would he then show, 
trying to amuse us like children with toys, and what 
an engaging nervousness ot manner, as fearing that his 
efforts miglit not succeed • Truly he made us all feel 
like children, and like children embariassed, but cat the 
same time filled with sympathy for the conscientious, 
troubled elder-boy who wa-^ working so hard to enter¬ 
tain us. A theorist has held the view that there is no 
feature m man so tell-tale as his spertai Ics, that the 
mouth may be compiesscd and the biow smoothed 
artificially, but the sheen of the bainaclcs is diagnostic. 
And truly it must have been thus w’lth Kelland, for as 
I still fancy I behold him frisking actively about the 
platform, pointer in hand, that which I seem to see 
most clearly is the way his glasses glittered with affec¬ 
tion, 1 never knew but one other man who had (if you 
will permit the phrase) so kind a spectacle; and that 
was Dr. Appleton. But the light in his case was 
tempered and passive, in Kelland’s it danced, and 
changed, and flashed vivaciously among the students, 
like a perpetual challenge to goodwill 
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I cannot say so rnucli about Professor Blackic, for 
a good reason Kclland’s class I attended, once even 
gamed there a iertifi<ate of meiit, the only distinction 
of my University careei But although I am the holder 
of a ceitificale of attendance in the professor’s own 
hand, I cannot remember to have been present m the 
tireek class above a dozen times Professor Blaejj;ie 
was even kind enough to lemark (more than once) 
while in the very act of writing the dominant above 
referred to, that he did not know my face Indeed, I 
denied myself many opportunities acting upon an 
extensive and highly rational system.of truaiitry, which 
cost me a gieat deal of trouble to pul m exercise— 
perhaps as much as would have taught me Greek—and 
sent me forth into the w’orld and the profession of letters 
with the* merest shadow of an educa'ion But they say 
It IS always a good thing to have taken pains, and that 
success is Its own rewaid, whatever be its nature, so 
that, pel haps, even upon this I should plume myself,* 
that no one ever played the truant with more deliberate 
care, and none ever had more certificates for less 
education (^ne consequence, however, of my system 
IS that I have much kss to say of Professor Blaekie 
than I had of Professoi Kelland, and as he is still 
alive, and wdl long, I hope, continue to be so, it will 
not surprise you very much that 1 have no intention of 
saying it 

Meanwhile, how many others have gone—Jcnkin, 
Hodgson, and I know' not who besides; and of that 
tide of students that used to throng the arch and blacken* 
the quadrangle, how many are scattered into the re¬ 
motest parts of the earth, and how many more have lain 
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down beside thuir fathers in their “ rcsting-giaves ” • 
And again, how many of thesf last ha\c not found their 
way there, dll too early, through the stress ()f education' 
'I’hat was one thing, at least, from which my truantry 
protected me I am sorry indeed that I have no Guek, 
but I should be sorrier_ still if 1 were ilead ; noi do 1 
knpw the name oi that branch of knnw'lodge which is 
worth acquiring at the price of a brain fc\cr There 
arc man) sordid tragedies in the life of the student, 
above all if he be poor, or drunken, cir both, but 
nothing more moves a wise man's jut) than the e'asc of 
the lad who is in too iiiueli hurry to be learned And 
so, for the sake of a moral at the end, I wall call up one 
more figure, and ha\e done A stu(lL,nt, ambitious e>f 
success by that liot, intemperate manner of study that 
now grows so common, read night and da) lor an 
examination. As he w'cnt on, the task bcc'ame more 
easy to him, sleep was moie easily banished, his brain 
"‘grew hot and clear and moie capacious, the ne^t.^sar> 
knowledge daily fuller and moie ordcil) It came to 
the eve of the trial and he watched all night in his high 
chamber, icviewing what he knew, and already steiire of 
succc'ss His window' lc)(»ked eastward, and being (as 
I said) high up, and the lumse itself stancfmg on a hill, 
commanded a view o\Lr dwindling suburbs to a country 
horizon. At last my student dre*w up his blind, and 
still in (|uite a jocund humour, look( d abroad I »ay 
W'as breaking, the CMst w'as tinging with strange fires, the 
clouds breaking up for the coming of the sun; and at 
the sight, nameless terror seized upon his mind He 
was sane, his senses were undisturbed; he saw' cl earl), 
and knew what he was seeing, and knew that it was 
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normal; bat he could neither bear to see it nor find the 
strength to look away, and fled in panic from his chamber 
into the enclosure of the street In the cool air and silence, 
tind among the sleeping houses, his strength was re¬ 
newed Nothing troubled him but the memory of i\hat 
had passed, and an abject fear of its return. 

“ Crdllo cancntc, spes rcflit, 

Acgris salus rLfuntliiur, 

Lapsis licle*; rcverlitur,*' 

.IS they sang of old in Portugal in the Morning Office 
But to him that good hour of cockcrow, and the changes 
of the davin, had brought panic, and lasting doubt, and 
such terror as he still shook to think of He dared not 
return to his lodging, he could not eat, he sat down, 
he rose up, he wandered , the city woke about him with 
its cheerful bustle, the sun climbed overhead; and still 
he grew but the more absorbed in the distress of his 
recollection and the fear of his past fear At the ap* 
pointed hour, he came to the door of the place of 
examination; but when he was asked, he had forgotten 
his name eing him so disordeied, they had not the 
tieart to aend him awa>, but gave him a paper and ad¬ 
mitted him, still nameless, to the Hall. Vain kindness, 
vain efforts He could only sit in a still growing horror, 
nj^riting nothing, ignorant of all, his mmd filled with a 
single memory of the breaking day and his own intolei- 
able fear. And that same night he was tossing in a 
biam fe\er 

People are afraid of war and wounds and dentists, aU 
with excellent reason; but these are not to be compared 
with such chaotic terrors of the mind as fell on this 
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3 'omig man, and made him cover his eyes from the 
innt^ent morning We all have by our bedsides the 
box of the Merchant Aliudah, thank God, securely 
enough shut, but when .1 >oung man sat nliices sleep to 
labour, let him have a care, for he is plajing with the 
lock. 
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OLD MORTALITY 
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Tifkrf is a certain graveyard, looked upon on the one 
side b) r piistin, un the othei b> the windo%vs of a 
quRt hotel t below, under a steep cliff, it beholds the 
traffic of many lines of rail, and the scream of the 
engine and the shock of meeting buffers mount to it 
all d.i> long Tile aisles are lined with the inclosed 
sepulchres of families, door beyond door, like houses 
ill a strcit, and in the morning the shadow of the 
prison turiets, and of many tall memorials, f.ill upon 
the graven There, in the hot fits of youth, I came to 
be unhappy- Pleasant incidents arc woven with my 
memory of the place. I here made friends with a 
certain plain old gentleman, a visitor on sunny morn- 
mgs, gravely cheerful, who, with one eye upon the 
place that awaited him, chirped about his youth like 
winter sparrows, a beautiful housemaid of the hotel 
once, for some days together, dumbly flirted with me 
from a window and kept my wild lieart flying; and 
once — she possibly leniembers — the wise Eugenia 
followed me to that austere mclosure Her hair came 
down, and in the shelter of the tomb my trembling 
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fingers helped her to repair the hi aid IJiit for the 
most part I inent there solitary and, with nu vocable 
emotion, pored on the names of the foiL;otten Name 
alter name, and to eatli tin convinlional attnhiilions 
jnd the idle dates a regiment of tin* iinUncjwn that 
had been the joy of niotheis, and had thrilled with 
the illusions of youth, and at last, in the dim sick¬ 
room, ^wTestled with the pangs of old iiioitalily Tn 
that w'hole crew of the silenced tlieie wms but one of 
whom my fancy had received a pictuie, and ho, with 
his comely, floiid countenance, bc'wigged ami habited 
in scarlet, and in his day combining faim and popu¬ 
larity, stood foith, like a taunt, among that coni[)any 
of phantom appellations It was then po'isible to leave 
behind us something more exjiliiit than these ‘'Cveie, 
monotonous and lying ejutaplis, and the thing left, 
the memoiy of a ptimted jiictuie and what we rail 
the immoitaliiy of a name, was haidlv nioie dtsiiable 
than mefe oblivion Even David Hume, a«s he lay 
composed beneath that “circular idea,’’ was fainter 
than a dream, and when the housemaid, htoom in 
hand, smiled and beckoned from the open wandow, 
the fame of that btwigged philosopher melted like a 
raindrop in the sea 

And yet in soberness I cared as little for the house¬ 
maid as for David Ilume The mteiests of )outh 
are rarely frank, his jussions, like Noah's dove, come 
home to roost The fire, sensibility, and volume of 
his own nature, that is all that he lias learned to 
recognise The tumultuary and giay tide of life, the 
empire of routine, the unrejoicing faces of his elders, 
fill him with contemptuous surpuse, there also he ' 
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seems to walk among the tombs of spirits; and it is 
only in the course of years, and after much rubbing 
with his fellow-men, that he begins by glimpses to 
see him'-elf from without and his fellows from within 
to know his own for one among the thousand unde¬ 
noted countenances of the city stieet, and to divine 
in others the throb of human agony and hope. In 
the meantime he will avoid the hospital doors, the pale 
faces, the cripple, the sw'eet whiff of chloroform—for 
there, on the most thoughtless, the pains of others 
are burned home; but he will continue to walk, m a 
divine self-pity, the aisles of the foigotten graveyard 
The lenjith of man’s life, which is endless to the brave 
and bus\, is scorned by liis ambitious thought He 
cannot bear to have come for so little, and to go 
again so wholly He cannot bear, above all, in that 
brief scene, to be still idle, and by way of cure, neglects 
the littk that he has to do The paiable of the talent 
is the brief epitome of youth To believe in immortality 
IS one thing, but it is first needful to believe in life 
Denuncialoiy preacheis seem not to suspect that they 
may be tak« n giavely and in evil part; that young 
men may come to think of time as of a moment, and 
with the pnde of batan wave back the inadequate gift 
Yet here is a true peril, this it is that *>618 them to 
pace the graveyard alle>s and to read, with strange 
extremes of ]iity and derision, the memorials of the 
dead 

Books were the propei remedy books of vivid human 
impoit, forcing upon their minds the issues, pleasures, 
busyness, importance and immediacy of that life in which 
they stand, books of smiling or heroic temper, to excite 
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or to console, books of a large design, shadowing the 
complexity of that game of consequences to which we all 
sit down, the hanger-back not least But the average 
sermon flees the point, disporting itself in that eternity 
of which we know, and need to know, so little, avoiding 
the bright, crowded, and momentous fields of life where 
destiny awaits us Upon the average book a writer may 
besileni^, he may set it down to his ill-hap that w'hen his 
own youth wras m the aciid fermentation, he should have 
fallen and fed upon the cheerless fields of CJhtrmann 
Yet to Mr Arnold, who led him to tliese pasture,s, he 
still bears a grudge The day is perhaps not far off 
when people will begin to count Moll I^laftdcf^, ay, 
or The Country ITt/e, more wholesome and more 
pious diet than these guide-books to consistent egoism. 

But the most inhuman of boys soon wearies of the 
inhumanity of Obermann And even while I btil! con¬ 
tinued to be a haunter of the gravcyaul, I l>cgan 
insensibly to turn my attention to the grave diggeis, and 
was weaned out of myself to observe the conduct of 
visitors This was da) spring, indeed, to a lad in such 
great daikness Not that I began to see men, or to try 
to see them, from within, nor to learn chanty and modc'Sty 
and justice from the sight, but still stared at them 
externally from the piison windows of my affectation. 
Once I remember to have observed two working women 
with a baby halting by a grave, there was something 
monumental in the grouping, one upnght carrying the 
child, the other with bowed face crouching b) her side. 
A wreath of immortelles under a glass dome had thus 
attracted them, and, drawing near, I overheard their 
judgment on that wonder. “ Eh ’ w'hat extravagance * ” 
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'I’o a youth afflicted with the callosity of sentiment, 
this quaint and pregnant sajing appeared merely 
base 

My ill fiuaintance with grave-diggers, considering its 
length, was unremarkable One, indeed, whom I found 
plying his spade in the red evening, high above Allan 
Water and in the shadow of I'lunblane C'athcdral, told me 
ot his ar qu.untance with the birds that still attendee] on his 
labour-j, how some would even peich about him, wait¬ 
ing for then prey , and m a true Sexton’s Calendar, how 
the sptnes varied with the season of the ycai But this 
w'as the verj poetiy of the profession The otheis whom 
I knew’ were somewhat diy A faint flavour of the 
gardener hung about them, but sophisticated and dis- 
bloomtd They had engagements to keep, not alone 
with the deliberate senes of the seasons, but with man¬ 
kind’s clocks .\nd hi>ur-long measurement of time And 
thus tlicre was no Ic'isure foi the relishing pinch, or 
the hour-long gossip, loot on spade 'Hiey were men 
wrapped up in their grim business, they liked w'ell to 
open long closed family vaults, blowing in the key and 
throwing wide the grating, and they carried m their 
minds a calendai of name's and dales It would be “ m 
fitty-tw.i ” that such a tomb was last opened for “ Miss 
Jemimy.” It was thus they spoke of their past patients 
—familially but not without respect, like old farnil) 
servants Hue is indeed a servant, whom we foi^et that 
we possess, who does not wait at the bright table, or 
run at the btirs summons, but patiently smokes his pipe 
* beside the mortuary fire, and in his faithful memory' 
notches the burials of our race. To suspect Shakespeare 
^ in his maturity of a superficial touch savours of paradox; 
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yet he was surely in error when he aitributed inson-iihility 
to the digger c>r the giave Hut piilia])^ i* is on Hamlet 
that the diaige should he, or perhaps the English 
se\ton differs fioni the S((<t(h The ‘‘goodman tlehcr,” 
reckoning up his year'> of olfue, niight lia\e at least 
suggested othui thoughts - It is a jjiidt (oiiiinon among 
sexftms A e.ibmet ni ikei does not count his cabinets, 
noi even .in aiithoi his voliim<“s, s.i\c when they stare 
upon hiniTrom the shelves , but the giave-iliggLi nunibeis 
his giaves He would indeed be somtdhing differLiit 
from human if his solit.iry open an and tragic laliours 
left not a broad ni.irk u]>on his mind There, m his 
tran(]uil aisle, apait from (ity (laiuoiii, among the t.ils 
and robins and the ancient effigies and legends ot the 
tomb, he waits the continual passLigi‘ of his conttm- 
poiarics, falling like minute drops into eternity As they 
fall, he counts them, and this enunuiation, which was 
«at first perhaps a])palling to his soul, in the proi ess of 
yeais and by the kindly influente of habit glows to be 
his pride and pleasure 'I’hert are many lommon stones 
telling how he pHjues himself on crowdt*d femetories 
Hut 1 will rathei tell of the old grave diggt i ol Monkton, 
to whose unsuftenng bedside the minister was summoned 
He dwelt in a cottage built into the wall of the churth- 
yard, and thiough a bull’s eye pane above his bed he 
could see, as he lay dying, the rank glasses and the 
upnght and recumbent stones Di. I-aurit* was, I think, 
a Moderate ’tis certain, at least, that he took a very 
Roman view t)f deathbed dispositions, for he told the 
old man that he had lived beyond man’s natural years, 
that his life had been easy and reputable, that his family 
had all grown up and been a credit to his cai e, and that 
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It now bt'hoved him unregiftfully to gird his loins and 

follow the majoiity The gravedigger heard him out, 

then he raised himself upon one elbow, and with the 

other hand pointed through the window to the scene of 

his life-long labours Doctor,” he said, I ha’c laid 

three liunner and fower-score in that kirkyaird; an it 

had been His wull,” indicating Heaven, “I would hVe 

hkit weel U; ha'e mad<* out the fower hunner ” But it 

1 

was not to be , this tragedian of the fifth act had now 
another part to play, and the time had come when 
others were to gird and carry him. 


II 

I would fain strike a note that should be more 
heroical^ but the ground of all youth’s suffering, 
solitude, hysteria, and haunting of the grave, is 
nothing else than naked, ignorant selfishness It is.' 
lumself that he sees dead, those are his virtues that 
are forgotten, his is the vague epitaph. Pity him 
but the more, if pity be your cue, for where a man 
is all pTid*', vanity, and personal aspiration, he goes 
through fire unshielded In every part and comer of 
our life, to lose ont self is to be gamer; to forget 
oneself is to be happy, and this poor, laughable and 
tragic fool has not yet learned the rudiments, himself, 
giant Prometheus, is still ironed on the peaks of 
Caucasus But by-and-by his truant interests will 
leave that tortured body, slip abroad and gather 
flowers. Then shall death appear before him in 
altered guise, no longer as a doom peculiar to him¬ 
self, whether fate’s crowning injustice or his own last 
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vengeance upon those who fail to value him, but 
now as a powei that w'ounds him tai more tenderly, 
not without solemn compensations, taking and giving, 
bereaving and yet storing up 

The first step for all is to learn to the dregs our 
own Ignoble fallibility When y,L have fallen through 
stilley after storey of our vanity and aspiration, and 
sit ruelul among the ruins, then it is that we begin 
to meastirc the stature of our friends how they stand 
between us and our own contempt, believing in our 
best, hfivv, linking us with others, and still spreading 
wide the influential uiile, they weave us in and in 

w'lth the fabric of contemporary life , and to W’hat 

petty si/e they dwarf the virtues an<l the vires that 

appeared gigantic in our jouih So that at the last, 
wiien such a pin falls oiit-w^hen thei(‘ vanishes in 
the least breath of time one of those luh maga/ines 
of life on which we dicvv for oui supply—when he 
who had first dawned u[Jon us as a face among the 
faces of the city, and, still growing, came to bulk 

on our regard with those clear features of the loved 
and living man, falls iii a btealh to memory and 
shadow, there falls along with him a whole wing of 
the palace of our life 


III 

One such face I now remember, one such blank 

some half-a-dozen of us labour to dissemble In his 

youth he was most beautiful in person, most serene 

and genial by disposition, full of racy words and 

quaint thoughts Laughter attended on his coming. 

n 2 
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He bad the air cjf a great gentleman, jovial and roval 
with hi«. equals, and to the pwirest stuflent gentle 
and attentive Power seemed to reside in him ex¬ 
haustless, w’e saw him stoop to plu with us, but 
held him niarkid for higher destinies, we Io\ed his 
notice, and I have ranly had my pride moie gratified 
than when he sat at my iather’s table, my .ickn&w- 
ledged friend So he walked among us, both liands 
full of gilts earning with nonchalaiue the seeds of 
a most infiiicntial life 

The powers and the giound of friendship is a mystery, 
but, looking ba( k, 1 ran discern that, in part, w'c loved 
the thing h«. w.is, Irir some shadow of what he was to be 
Por with all his beiuty, power, biceding, urlianity and 
miith, there was m those days something soulless in our 
friend He would astonish us In sallies, witty, inno¬ 
cent and inhumane , and by a misapplied Johnsonian 
pleasantry, demolish honest sentinunl I ran still sec^ 
and hear him, as he went his waj along the lamplit 
streets, La a datem la mano on his lips, a noble figure 
of a }outh, but following \anit> and iniiedulous of 
good , and '-ure enough, somewhere on the high seas of 
life, with his health, his hopes, his patrimony and his 
self-respect, mistiably w’ent down 

hrom this disaster, like a spent swimmer, he came 
desperately ashoie, bankrupt of money and considera¬ 
tion, creeping to the family he had desciled, with 
broken wring, never moie to rise But in his face there 
was alight of knowledge that was new to it Of the 
wound'^ of his bodv he was never healed , died of them 
gradually, wuth clear-eyed resignation, of his wounded 
pnde, we knew only from his silence He returned to 
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that city where he had lorded it in his anibitioiH \outh, 
Ined there alone, seeing few striding to lelnevc* the 
irretrievable, at times still grappling witli th.U mortal 
frailty that had brought him do\in , still jo)ing in his 
frie*nd’s successes, his laugh still read\ but with kmdlitt 
music, and over all his thoughts the shadow of diat 
urttiltcrable law which he had disavcwtd and which had 
biought him low T^sstly, when Ins bodib <'\ils had 
quite disabled him, he lay a great while thing, still 
without complaint, still finding interests, to Ins last 
step gentle, urbane and with the will to smile 

The Ule of this great failure is, to tlmse who remained 
true to him, the tale of a success In liis ytnith he 
took thought for no one but himself, whtii ho came 
ashore again, his whole armada lost, he seenn d to think 
of none but others Such was his tendciness for others, 
such his instinct of fine courtesy and pride, tint of that 
impure passion of remorse he ncvei bic^atln d a syllable, 
even regret was rare with him, and pointed with a jest 
You would not have dieamed, if >ou had known him 
then, that this was that g?eat failure, that In aeon to 
young men, over whose fall a whole society h.id hissed 
and pointed fingers Often have wc gone to him, led 
hot with our own hopeful sonow’s, railing on the lose- 
leaves in our princely bed of life, and he woiikl pUicntly 
give ear and wisely counsel, and it was only upon some 
return of our own thoughts that w'e wt'ie reminded what 
manner of man this was to w'hom we disembosomed a 
man, by his own fault, ruined, shut out of the garden 
of his gifts, his whole city of hope both ploughed and 
salted, silently awaiting the deliverer Then something 
look us by the throat, and to see him theie, so gentle, 
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patient, brave and piuus, oppressed but not cast down, 
sorrow was so swallowed up in admiration that we could 
not dare to pity him. Even if the old fault dashed out 
again, it but awoke our wonder that, in that lost battle, 
he should ha\e still the energy fight He had gone 
to rum with a kind of kingly abandon^ like one who 
condescended, but once ruined, with the lights all Out, 
he fought as foi a kingdom Most men, finding them- 
selvts the authors of their own disgrace, rail tlie louder 
againsi God or destiny Most men, w hen they repent, 
oblige their friends to share the bitterness of that re¬ 
pentance But he had held an inquest and passed 
senteiue mene^ mene, and condemned himself to smil¬ 
ing silence He had given trouble enough , had earned 
misfortune amply, and foregone the right to muimur. 

Thus w\as our old comrade, like Samson, careless in 
his da>s of strength, but on the coming of adveisity, 
and when that strength was gone that had betrayed him, 
—“for our strength is weakness he began to blossom 
and bung forth Well, now, he is out of the fight the 
burden that he bore thiown down before the great de- 
liverei. We 


“ in the \ast cathedral leave him ; 
God accept him, 

Christ receive him 1 ” 


IV 

If we go now and look on these innumerable epitaphs, 
the pathos and the irony are strangely fled They do 
not stand merely to the dead, these foolish monuments; 
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they are pillars and legends set up to glorify the 
difficult but not desperate life of man This ground 
lb hallowed by the heroes of defeat 

I see the indifferent pass before my friend s last 
resting-place; pause, with a shrug of pity, maiveiling 
that so nch an argosy -had sunk A pit>, now that 
h^ IS done with suffering, a pity most uncalled for, 
and an ignorant wonder Before those who loved him, 
his memory shines like a reproach; they huntjui him 
for silent lessons, they cherish his example, and in 
what remains before them of their toil, feai to be un¬ 
worthy of the dead For this pioud man was one of 
those wlio prospered in the valley (ff humiliation,—of 
whom Bunyan wrote that, “Though Christian had the 
hard hap to meet m the valley with ApolKon, vet 1 
must tell you, that in former times men have met with 
angels here, have found pearls here, and have m this 
place found the words of life ” 



IV 
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A COLLKCili: MAGAZINK 

t 


I 

All tfiiniigh my boyhood and )outh, I was known and 
pointed out lor the pattern of an idlei , and }et I wtis 
always bus\ on my own pri\ate end, which was to learn 
to wiitc 1 kept always tw’o bo«)ks m niy pocki^t, one 
to read, one to write in As I walked, iii) mind was 
busy fitting wbat I saw with appiuprialc woids, when 
I sat by tlie roadside, I would either le.id, or a penul 
and a penny veision-book would be in my hand, to 
note driwn the features of the sienc or commemorate 
some halting stan/as Thus I Incd w'lth W’ords And 
what I thus wrote was lor no ulleiior use, it was WTitten 
conscious!) for piactice It W'as not so much that I 
wished to be an author (though I wished that too) 
as that 1 h*id vowed that I would learn to write That 
was a nroficieiu) that tempted me, and T practised 
to ac({uiib It, as men learn to whittle, m a wager with 
myself Description was the piincipal field of my 
exercise, tor to any one with senses there is alwa)S 
something woith desciibing, and town and country are 
but one continuous subject Hut I w^orktd in other 
ways also, olten accompmiicd my walks w'lth dramatic 
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dialogues, in which I played many parts, and often 
exercised myself in writing down coiivi.is.ilions liom 
memory. 

This was all excellent, no doubt, so were the diaiies 
I sometimes tried to kteji, but always and xeiy si»Ledily 
discarded, finding tlum a slIiooI of i>ostuiing and 
melancholy self-decejition And \ct this was not the 
most elfieient part ot my training f lood though it 
w'as, It diily taught me (so far as 1 li.ut learned them 
at all) the low’er and less intellectual t laments ot the 
ait, the choice of the essential nott‘ and the light word 
things that to a happier constitution had pi.ihaps come 
by natuie And regarded as cramuig, it Iiad one 
grave defect, for it set me no standard oi achi'Wtmeni 
So that there was ]ieihaps mon* profit, as tin rc was 
Certainly moie cflort, in my 'icflI labouri at borne 
^Vhenevei I read a book or a p.issagi‘ that particularly 
pleased me, m whirl 1 a thing was said or an chect 
rendued with propiielN, in which then was cithei scmie 
conspicuous force 01 some happv distinction m the 
style, I must sit down at ejme and set iiivsi II to ape 
that (juahty 1 w is unsucc tsslul, and 1 Uiu w it, and 
tried again, and w’as again unsuc ces'-lul and abiavs 
unsuccessful, but at lea-it in these vain bouts, I g»ji 
some piactice in rhythm, m haimony, in c oiistruc lic»n 
and the co-orduiation of parts I luive thus played 
the sedulous ape to Hoiihtt, to Lariih. to Woidawoith, 
to Sir Thomas Browne, to Defoe, to Hawthorne, to 
Montaigne, to Baudelaire and to Ohermann 1 re¬ 
member one of these monkey tiieks, wdiieh was called 
TAe la////}' of Morals it was to have had a seccjiid 
part, Th€ Va/nty of Knoioltdge, and as 1 had neither 
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moiality nor scholarshjp, the names were apt; but the 
second part was never attempted, and the first part 
was wntten (which is my reason for recalling it, ghost¬ 
like, from Its ashes) no less than three times first m 
the manner of Hazlitt, stcond m the manner of Ruskin, 
who had cast on me a passing spell, and thud, m a 
labonous pasticcio of bir Thomas Browne So with fhy 
other works C'd/;/, an epic, was (save the mark*) an 
imitation of Sordello Robin Hood, a tale in verse, 
took an eclectic middle course among the fields of Keats, 
Chaucer and Morns in MonmoutJi, a tragedy, 1 re¬ 
clined on the bosom of Mr Swinburne, in my in¬ 
numerable gouty-footed lyrics, 1 followed many masters , 
in the first draft of The Ktn^s Pardon, a tragedy, I W’as 
on the trail of no lesser man than John Webster, in 
the second draft of the same piece, with staggering 
versatility, I had shifted my allegiance to Congreve, 
and of course conceived my fable in a less seiious vein 
—^for it was not Congreve's \eise, it was his exquisite 
prose, that I admired and sought to copy Even at the 
age of thirteen I had tried to do justice to the in¬ 
habitants of the famous city of Peebles in the style of 
the Book of Snobs bo I might go on for evei, through 
all my abortive novels, and down to my later plays, 
of which I think more tenderly, for they were not only 
conceived at first under the bracing influence of old 
Dumas, but have met with resurrection one, strangely 
bettered by another hand, came on the stage itself and 
was played by bodily actors; the other, originally known 
as Semtramis, a Tragedy, I have observed on book¬ 
stalls under the alias of Prince Otto, But enough has 
been said to show by what arts of impersonation, and 
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in wliat pureJy ventnJoquial efTortb I fiist baw my uords 
on paper 

That, like it or not, is the way learn to wjite, 
whethei I have piofited or not, that ib the way. It ^\as 
so Keats learned, and there was ncvei a finer tempeia- 
nient for literature than -Keats’s, it was so, if we could 
tralbe it out, that all men have learned, and that is wh> 
a revival^ of letters is always accompanied or lu raided 
by a cast back to earlier and frtshei models Perhaps 
1 hear some one cry out. lint this is not the wav to be 
original > It is not, nor is there any way bat to be 
born so Noi )Lt, if you are born original, is theie an> 
thing in this training that shall ch[) the wings of )our 
originality 'Hu re can be none more oiigmal than 
Montaigne, neither could any be more unlike Ciceio, 
yet no craftsman can fail to set huv\ much the one must 
have tried iii his tune to imitate the other liurris is the 
very type of a prime fou e m letters he was of all men 
the most imitative Shakespeare himstlf, the imperial, 
proceeds directly from a school. It is only from a 
school that wt can expect to have good wliters, it is 
almost invdrial^l) from a school that gieat writtis, 
these lawless exceptions, issue. Nor is there any¬ 
thing here that should astonish the considerate. IJefore 
he can tell what cadences he truly piefcrs, the stu¬ 
dent should have tried all that are possible, before 
he can choose and preserve a fitting key of words, 
he should long have practised the literary scales, and 
It IS only after years of such gymnastic that he can sit 
down at last, legions of words swarming to his call, 
dozens of turns of phrase simultaneously bidding for 
his choice, and he himself knowing what he wants to 
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do and (within the narrow limit of a man’s ability) 
ablt to do It 

And It IS the gicat point of these imitations that there 
still shines bc}ond the studtnl’s reach his mmutable 
model Let him tr) as he pkasc, lie is still sure of 
failure and it is a \cr> old and a very true saving that 
taihiie Is the onl\ highioad to success I must ]i»ve 
liad sonic, disposition to kain , for I ckai-sighted!) c c3n- 
dc.niiiLd my C'wn p^ifoimanc es I liked doihg them 
indt.td, but when the) wcic. done, I could see they 
vveie lubhish In consequence, I \ery ranly showed 
them even to my friends, and such fiicrids as I chose 
to be Jiiv eonlidants I must liave chosen will, loi the v 
had the iiieiidliness to be cjuite plain with me “Pad¬ 
ding, ‘‘aid oni* Another wiote “ I cannot understand 
wh\ )ou do l)rics so badly” No more could I' 
Thiict I put mvsclf m tbe way of a more authoritative 
icbulf, b) sending a papei to a maga/ine 'Phese were 
leturnccl, and I was not surprised nor even pained. If 
they had not been looked at, as (like all amateuis) I sus¬ 
pected was the case, there was no good m repeating the 
experiment, if they had been looked at--well, then I 
had not yet learned to write, and I must keep on 
learning and living lastly, I had a piece of good 
foitune which is the occasion of this paper, and by 
which I was able to sec m) literature in print, and to 
measuie evpeTimeiitally how far I stood fiom the favour 
of the public 
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II 

The Speculative Society is a body of some antKiuity^ 
and has counted among its members Scott, llnjughiini, 
Jeffrey, Horner, Iknjamin C'onstant, Robert Emmet, 
and many a legal and-loial celebrity besides Ji> an 
aacident, \anousl> explained, it has its mums m the 
very buildings of the University of I'dmburgh a hall, 
'I’uikey-farjiLlid, hung with pictures, looking, wIk n lighted 
up at night with file and candle, like some goodly dining 
room; a passage like libraiy, WMlled with books in their 
wue rages, and a ruiridor with a liicplact, benclus, a 
table, many prints of famous membeis, and a mural 
tablet to the viitucs of a formei stcietar/ Hire a 
member can w'liin hmisell and loaf and le.ul, ben, in 
defiance of bcnalus-consults, he can smoke, 'i he Si natus 
looks askance at these privileges, looks e\ i n w'lth a 
somew'hat \megar aspect on the v/hole society , which 
argues a lack of proportion in the learned mind, foi the 
world, w’e may be sure, will pn/e far liigher this h.iunt 
of dead lions than all the living dogs of the tnofissoiale 

1 sat one December morning in the library ol the 
Speculative, a vei) humble-minded youth, though it 
was a viitue I never had much 11 edit for, yet proud of 
my privileges as a member of the Spec , proud ol the 
pipe I was smoking in the teeth of the Senatus, and 
in particular, proud of being m the next room to three 
very disliiiguishcd students, who were then conveismg 
beside the conidoi fire One of these has now his name 
on the back of several volumes, and his \oiie, I leain, 
IS influential m the law courts Of the di'ath ol the 
second, you have just been reading what I had to say. 
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And the third also has escaped out of that battle of life 
in which he fought so hard, it may be so unwisely 
They were all three, as I have said, notable students; 
but this was the most conspicuous. Wealthy, handsome, 
ambitious, adventurous, diplomatic, a reader of Bal/ac, 
and of all men that I have known, the most like to one 
of Balzac’s characters, he led a life, and was attended ^y 
an ill fortune, that could be pioperly set forth only m the 
Comedte Humatnc, He had then his e}C on Parliament; 
and soon after the time of which T wTite, he made a showy 
speech at a political dinner, was cried up to hca\en next 
day in the Couranty and the day aftei was dashed lower 
than earth with a charge of plagiaiism in the Stohman, 
Report would have it (1 daresay, veiy wrongly) that he 
was betiajcd b> one in w’hom he paiticularly trusted, 
and that the author of the charge had learned its truth 
from his owm lips Thus, at least, he was up one day 
on a pinnacle, adnnied and (*nvicd by all, and the next, 
though still but a boy, he was publicly disgraced The 
blow w'ould have broken a less finely tempered spiiit; 
and even him I suppose it rendered reckless; for he 
took flight Lo London, and there, m a fast club, dis¬ 
posed of the bulk of his considerable patrimony m 
the b])ace of one winter For years thereafter he 
lived 1 know not how; always well dressed, always in 
good hotels and good society, always with empty 
pockets. The rharm of his manner may have stood 
him in good stead, but though my owm manneis are 
very agreeable, 1 have never found in them a source 
of livelihood; and to explain the miracle of his edn- 
tinued existence, I must fall back upon the theory of 
the philosopher, that m his case, as in all of the same 
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kind, “there was a suffering ielali\e in the background.” 
From this genteel eclipse he reappeared upon the scene, 
and presently sought me out in the rhaiacter of a 
generous editor It is in this part that I best remember 
him, tall, slendci, v^uh a not ungrateful stoop, looking 
quite like a refined gentleman, and quite like an urbane 
ad^^e^turc^; smiling with an engaging ambiguity, cock 
ing at you one peaked ejebrow \Mth a great appcar.ince 
of fines9c, speaking low and sweet and thick, Hith a 
touch of burr, telling stiange tales with singukn delibeia- 
tion and, to a patient hstenei, excellent effect After all 
these ups and downs, he seemed still, like the iich 
student that he was of yoie, to breathe of nujnc*\ , seemed 
still perfectly suie of hmise*lf and e< rtain of his end. 
Yet he was then upon the bunk ot his last ovcithiow. 
He had set himself to found the siiangest thing in our 
society . one of those periodical sheets fioin wliieh men 
suppose themselves to learn opinions, in \\lUk,h)(mng 
gentlemen from the univeisities are eiicourage^d, at so 
much a line, to garble facts, insult foreign nations and 
calumniate private individuals; and which are now the 
source of glory, so that if a man s name be often enough 
printed there, he becomes a kind of demigod, and 
people will pardon him when he talks back and forth, 
as they do for Mr Ciladstone, and crowd him to 
suffocation on railway platforms, as they did the other 
day to General Boulanger, and buy his literary vrorks, 
as I hope you have just done for me Our fathers, when 
they were upon some great enterprise, would sacrifice a 
life; building, it may be, a favourite slave into the 
foundations of their palace It was with his own life 
that my companion disarmed the envy of the gods He 
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fought his ]).iper single-handed, tiiisting no one, for he 
was something of a cynic, up early and down late, for 
he was nothing of a sluggard, d.iil> ear-wigging in¬ 
fluential men, for he was a master of ingratiation In 
that slender and silken fellow there must ha\e been a 
rare vein of couiagc, that he should thus ha\e d»ed at 
his emplo\m<nt, and doubtless ambition spoke louTlly 
in his cai, and doubtless love also, foi it ‘'Ct^nis there 
w’as a matii.ige in his view had he suectcded Rut he 
died, and his papei died after him , and of all this grace, 
and tact, and couiage, it must seem to our blind eyes as 
if there had come hteially nothing 

These three students sat, a', I was sa)mg, in the 
coindur, under the inural taldet that records tlu' \iitucs 
of Macbtan, the former serretaiy We would often 
fiinile at that ineloquent memoiial, and thought it a poor 
thing to come into the world at all and have no more 
behind one than Macbean And yet of these tliice, two 
are gone and ha\e left le^s, and this book, perhaps, 
when it IS old and foxy, and some one picks it up m a 
corner of a book shop, and glances thiuiigh it, smiling 
at the old, giaceless turns of speech, and ptiluqis for the 
love of .1/ma Alater (w'hich may be still extant and 
flourishing) buys it, not without hagghng, for some 
pence - this book may alone preserve a memory of 
James Walter Ferrier and Robert t'il.isg(»w Brown 

Their thoughts ran very differentl) on that December 
morning, they weie all on fire with ambition , and when 
they had called me m to them, and made me a sharer 
in ihtur design, I too became di unken with pride and 
hope. We wrere to found a University magazine A 
pair of lutle, active brothers—Livingstone by name, 
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gieat skipptrs on the foot, gr^al nibbt-is of tho lianils, 
who ke])t a book-shop over against tho lhn\orsil\ l)niUl- 
ing—had been debauched to play tlv part of publishers 
We four were to be conjunct editois and, what was the 
main point of the concern, to punt our own woiks, 
while, by t\er} rule of anlhnu tic--th.it fl.i1t.rei of 
(rfdulitv - the adventure must siiKced and btiiii' greav 
]jrc»rit Well, well it was a bimht xision 1 went home 
that morning walking upon .iir To ha\t‘ lieen <hi)S£n 
by these three distinguished students was to nit‘ Ihe 
most unspeakable aiU.ime, it was ni) first di lught of 
Consideration, it recoiKileil me to iinsilf .ind to my 
ftllow-nien, and .as 1 sleeied loiind the i.uhngs at the 
'IVfm, 1 could not withliold m) lips fiom smiling 
publicly. Yet, in the bottom of my heart, 1 knew tli.it 
mag.a/jne would be a gimi fiasco, I knew it wm mid not 
be wairth reading, I knew, even if it weie, lh.it nobody 
would read it, and 1 kepi wondtring how I should lie 
al)le, upon my (oinpad income of twthe pounds jier 
annum, payable monlhl}, to meet niy sbaic in llie (\ 
pense It w.is a conifoil.ible thought to me that I had 
a father. 

The magazine appealed, m a >ellnw coicr, whn h was 
the best p.irl of it, for at least it w*as iinassuining , it iin 
four months in undisturbed obscunt), and dud wilboiit 
a gasp Tlie first number was edited by all four of us 
with prodigious bustle, the second fell pnncip.db into 
the hands of Ferrier and me, the third I edited ahme, 
and It has long been a sok mn question who it was that 
edited the fourth. It w’ould perhaps be still nioie diffi¬ 
cult to say who read it Poor yellow sheet, that looked 
so hopefully in the Livingstones’ window • Poor, h.irmless 
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papci,tbat might have gone to print a Shakespeate on, 
and was instead so clumsily defaced with nonsense, 
And, shall I say, Poor Editors? I cannot pity myselfi 
to whom It was all pure gam. It was no news to me, 
but only the wholesome confirmation of my judgment, 
when the magazine struggled into half-birth, and instantly 
sickened and subsided into night 1 had sent a c oyijfc to 
the lady with whom my heart was at that time somewhat 
engaged, and who did all that in her la) to break it, 
and she, with some tact, passed ovei the gift and my 
cherished contributions in silence I will not say that I 
was pleased at this, but I will tell her now% if by any 
chance she lakes up the work of her foiinei servant, that 
1 thought the better of her taste. I cleared the decks 
aftci this lost engagement, had the necessary interyiew 
w'lth my father, which passed off not amiss, paid ovei 
my share of the expense to the two httle, active brothers, 
who rubbed then hands as much, but methought skipped 
rather less than formerly, having perhaps, these lw'O 
also, embarked upon the enterprise with some giaceful 
illusions, and then, reviewing the whole episode, I told 
myself that the time wras not yet ripe, nor the man 
ready , and to work I went again with my penny version- 
books, having fallen back in one day from the printed 
author to the manuscript student 


III 

From this defunct periodical I am going to reprint 
one of my own papers The poor little piece is all 
tail-foremost I have done my best to straighten its 
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airay, I have pruned it fearles&ly, and it remains in\ei- 
tebrate and wordy No bclf-rcspecting niagii/mc would 
punt the thing, and here y<ju behold it in a bound 
volume, not for any worth of its own, but for the 
sake of the man whom it piiiporfs dimly to rcpiesent 
and bomc of whose sayings it preserves, so that in 
thi? volume of Memories and Portiails, Robert Young, 
the Swapston gardener, may stand «ilongside of John 
Todd, the Swanston slie[)licrd Not tliat Jolin and 
Robert drei^ veiy close togctlier in thou liii-s, foz 
John was rough, he smelt of the windy brae, and 
Robert w’as gentle, and smacked of the gaiden m 
the hollow Perhaps it is to nij shame lh\t I liked 
|ohn the betttr of the two, he had gnt and dash, 
andMhat salt of the GUI Adam that pleases men with 
any savage inheritance of blood, and he was a way¬ 
farer besides, and took my gipsy fancy But liow'ever 
that may be, and however Robert’s profile may be 
blurred in the boyish sketch that follows, he was a 
man of a most quaint and beautiful nature, w'hom, if 
It were possible to recast a piece of woik so old, I 
should like wxll to draw again with a niaturcr touch. 
And as I think of him and of John, I wonder m w'hat 
other country two such men w'oiild be found dwelling 
together, in a hamlet of some twenty cottages, in the 
woody fold of a green hill 
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AN OLD SCOTCH GARDENER 

I infNk I might . 1 !most have said the last sorm where, 
indeed, m the iilleiiiiost glens of the I-animuimuir or 
among the soutli-westein hills there may yet linger a 
decKpid leprcseiilative of this bygone good fellowship, 
but as far as a< tual experience goes, I have only met 
one m.in in my life \\lio might fitly be (jiioted in <the 
same bieath with Andrew Paiiservice,— though W'llhoiil 
his VKis Tie was a man whose veiy presente could 
inipait a sax our of (piaint antuiuity to the baldest and 
most modem flower jilols 'riieic was a dignity about 
his tall stooping ftirni, and an earnestness in Ins wTinklcd 
face that recalled Don Quixote, but a Don Quixote 
who had come thiough the training of the Ccjvenant, 
and been noiiiished in his youth on JValker^s Lives 
and The Hind ut Ioine 

Now, as I could not bear to let such a man pass 
axvay with no sketch preserved of his old-fashioned 
virtues, I hope the leader xxill take this as an excuse 
for the jircsent paper, and judge as kindly as he can 
the mfmnities of my description 'I'o me, xvho find 
it so difficult to tell the little that 1 know', he stands 
essentially as a genuts loci* It is impossible to separate 
his spare form and old straw hat from the garden 
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m the lap of the hill, \iith its rmks oxei^iown with 
Vlematis, its shadowy walks, and the sjdendid breadth 
uf champaign that one saw fiom the north west (ornei 
The garden and gardener seem part and parcel ot eaili 
othei When I take him from his right surioundings 
and try to make him appear for me on ji^per, he looks 
unieaT and phantasmal the best that I < an sa) ma> 
convey sonte notion to those that nt\tr saw' him, hut 
to me It will be ever impotent 

The first time that I saw' him, I laney Roluit was 
pretty old alit.idy he had certainly begun to use his 
jears as a stalking horse Litterly he was bejond all 
the impudencies ot logic, coiiMdeiing a reference to the 
paiish register wtiith all the leasons in the wuiM “/ 
am old and well strnken tnyear^” he was wont to ,ay , 
and [ never lound any one bold cnougli to anssier the 
aigument Apart fiom tins vantage that he kept over 
•ftll who were not jet octogenarian, he had some other 
diawliacks as a gardener lie shrank the very place he 
cultivated The dignity and reduced gentility of his 
appearam e made the small garden cut a soiij figure. 
He was full of tales of greater situations in his younger 
days. He sjioke of (a,stles and parks with a humhling 
familiarity. He told of places wheie under-gardeners 
had trembled at his looks, where there were meres and 
swanneries, labyrinths of walk and wildernesses ol sad 
shrubbeiy in bis control, till you could not help feeling 
»tliat it was condescension on his part to dress your 
humbler gai den plots You were thrown at once into 
an invidious position You felt that you were profiting 
by the needs of dignity, and that his poverty and not his 
W'lll consented to your vulgar rule Involuntarily you 
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compared yourself with the swineherd that made Alfred 
watch his cakes, or some bloated citizen who may have 
given his sons and his condescension to the fallen 
Dionysius Noi were the disagreeables purely fanciful 
and metaphysical, for the sway that he exercised over 
your feelings he extended to your garden, and, through 
the garden, to your diet He would trim a hedge, throw 
away a favourite plant, or fill the mo-st favoured and 
fertile section of the garden with a vegetable that none of 
us could eat, m supreme contempt for our opinion. If 
you asked him to send you m one of ) 0 ur own arti¬ 
chokes, “ That I wiilh fnem” he w'ould say, *^wtih plea¬ 
sure^ jor it ts matr blessed to f^ve than to receive ” Ay^ 
and even when, by extra twisting of the screiv, we pie- 
vailcd on him to prefei our commands to his own in¬ 
clination, and he went away, stalely and sad, professing 
that “ our wull 7vas his pleasured but yet reminding us 
that he would do it '* with feehn's^' —even then, I say,* 
the triumphant master fplt humbled in his triumph, 
felt that he ruled on sufferance only, that he w'as taking 
a mean advantage of the other’s low estate, and that the 
whole scene had been one of those “ slights that patient 
merit of the unworthy takes ” 

In flowers his taste w^as old-fashioned and catholic; 
affecting sunflowers and dahlias, wallflowers and roses, 
and holding in supreme aversion whatsoever was fan¬ 
tastic, new-fashioned or wild There was one exception 
to this sw-eeping ban Poxgloves, though undoubtedly , 
guilty on the last count, he not only spared, but loved; 
and when the shrubbery was being thinned, he stayed 
his hand and dexterously manipulated his bill m order 
to save every stately stem. In boyhood, as he told me 
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once, speaking in that tone that only actors and the old¬ 
-fashioned common folk can use nowadays, his heait 
grew '^proud'^ within him w'hen he came on a burn- 
course among the braes of Manor that shone puipli* 
with their graceful trophus; and not all his appientue- 
ship and practice for so many years of pref ise gardening 
had Vanished these boyish recollLCtion*! from his heart 
Indeed, he was a man keenly alive to the beauty of all 

IF 

that ivas bygone He abounded in old stones of his 
boyhood, and kept pious account of all his fr»rrner 
pleasures, and when he went (on a holiday) to visit one 
of the fabled great places of the earth wheie he had 
served before, he came back full of little pte Raphaelite 
reminiscences that showed real pjssion for the just, 
such as might have shaken hands vvitli Ha/lilt or Jean- 
Jaetjues 

But however his sympathy with his old feelings might 

effect his likmg for the foxgloves, the very truth was that 

he scorned all flowers together They were but garnish- 

ings, childish toys, trifling ornaments tor ladies^ chimney- 

shelves It was towards his cauliflowers and peas and 

cabbage that his heait grew warm. His prefeience for 

the more useful growths was such that cabbages were 

found invading the fiower-pcjts, and an outpost of savoys 

was once discovered in the ccntic of the lawn. He 

W'ould prelect over some thrn ing plant with w'onderful 

enthusiasm, piling reminiscence on leminisfence of 

former and perhaps yet finei specimens Yet even then 

he did not let the credit leave himself He hail, indeed, 

raised finer d them, ” but it seemed that no one else 

had been favoured with a like success All other 

* 

gardeners, in fact, were mere foils to his own supenor 



52 MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS 

attainments, and he would recount, with perfect sober¬ 
ness of voK e anti visage, how so and so had wondered* 
and siith anothei could starcely give credit to his eyes 
Nor was it with his rivalN only that he parted p’^aise and 
blame If you leinarkcd how well a plant was looking, 
he would gravely touch his hat and thank you with 
solemn unction, all cudit in the matter falling to him 
If, on the other hand, >ou called his attentjon to some 
ba(k-going vcgetalile, he w’ould quote benpture '‘'‘Paul 
may phint and Apo/loy may wafer, ” all blame being left 
to Providence, on the score of dtfu lent ram or untimely 
frosts 

Theie was one thing in the garden that shared his 
preference w'lih his favourite cabbages and rhubarb, and 
that other was the bcehne Their sound, tlieir industiy, 
perhaps tlieir sweet pioduct also, nad taken hold of his 
imagination and hiurt, whether by wa> of niemoi} or no 
1 cannot say, although perhaps the bees too w’cre linked 
to liim b> some recollectifin of Manor braes and his 
counti> childhood Ne\ei the less he w'as too char> of 
his personal safety oi (let me rathci say) his personal 
dignity to mingle m any active office towards them. 
Rut he cfiuld stand by while one of the contemned rivals 
did the work for him, and protest that ic w'as quite safe 
in spite of Ins own considerate distance and the cries 
of the disticssed assistant In regard to bees, he was 
rather a man of word than deed, and some of his most 
striking sentences had the bees for text. “ They are 
indeed wonderfi^ creature^^ memP he said once “ They 
jusi mind me d what the Queen of Sheba said to Solomon 
—and J think she said it wi a sig^^—^Tke half of H 
hath not been told unto me * ” 
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As far as the Ihble goes, he was dec ply rtad Like the 
old Coveiiiinters, of whom he was the worth) n piesen- 
lative, his mouth w’as full of sai red quotations , it WlIS the 
book that he had studied most and thought iqion most 
deeply. To many jiLople in his station the llibh, and 
perhaps Jhirns, aie the only books of any Mtal litcrar> 
merit that they read, feeding themselves, for the lest, on 
the drafld^of country newspaptis, and the \eiy instiuelive 
but not vc'ry palatable pabulum of some cheap criuca- 
tional series. This was Robeit’s position All da> 
long ht had dreamed of the He hrew sloru s, and his 
head had been full of Hebiew poctr) and Gospel elbies, 
until they had struck deep lOot into his ha art, and tl'»e 
very expiessioii'. liad lx come a part ol him, so that he 
raiely sjioke wilhoiil some aiitKjue idiom or beiipture 
mannerism that gave a raciness to the merest tnvialilies 
of talk But the mlluin<.e of the Bible did not stoj) 
here There was more 111 Robeit than ciuaint phr.ise 
and ready '•-wre of lefeicixe He was imbued with a 
spiiU of peace and love he interposed hetwitn man 
and wife he threw himself between tlu' angiy, touching 
hiS hat the while with all the ceremony of an usher he 
protected the birds from everybody but himself, seting, 
T suppo'-e, a great diffeienee between ofheial e\e( ution 
and wanton sport IIis mistress telling him one day 
to put some feins into his master’s particular ctuner, 
and adding, “'J’hough, indeed, Robert, he doesn’t cli*- 
serve them, for he wouldn’t help me to gather them,” 
“A/4, rc[)lies Robert, 1 wouidnae sny 

f/mtf for I think just a most desennn! gentleman ” 
Again, two of our friends, w'ho were on intimate terms, 
and accustomed to use language to eac h other, soniew hat 
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Without the bounds of the parliamentary, happened to 
differ about the position of a seat in the garden. The 
discussion, as was usual when these two weie at it, soon 
waxed tolerably insulting on both sides Every one 
accustomed to such controversies several times a d.iy 
was quietly enjoying this pnze-fight of somewhat abusne 
wit—tveiy one but Robert, to whom the perfect 
faith of the whole quaird seemed unquestionable, and 
who, after having 'waited till his conscience would suffer 
him to wait no more, and till he expected every moment 
that the disputants would fall to blows, cut suddenly in 
w'lth tones of almost tearlul entreat} biit^geuik- 

me»j I wad hue nae mair words abouf it I” One thing 
was noticeable about Kobirt’s lehgiun it wa-s neither 
dogmatic nor sectarian lie never expatiated (at least, m 
my hcanng) on the doctiincs of his creed, and he never 
condemned anybody else I have no doubt that he 
held all Roman Catholics, Atheists, and Mahometans 
as considerably out of it, I don’t bclievf} he had any 
sympathy foi Pielacy; and the natuiai teehngs of man 
must have made him a little soie about Free-Churchism; 
but at least, he never talked about these views, never 
giew contioversially noisy, and never openly aspersed 
the belief or practice of anybody Now all this is 
not generally chaiacteristic of Scotch piety, Scotch 
sects being churches militant with a vengeance, and 
Scotch believers perpetual crusaders the one against 
the other, and missionaiies the one to the other J*tr- 
haps Robert’s originally tender heart w^as what made 
the diffeience, or, perhaps, his solitary and plea¬ 
sant labour among fruits and floweis had taught 
him a more sunshiny creed than those whose work 
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is among ihe lares of fallen humanity, and the •'Oft 
intluences of the gaidcn had eiUeied deep nilo Ins 
spit It, 

“ Viinihilalm;; -iH tint s ina le 

To a I’leen ihovii;hL iii a ‘-hifli. ” 

But 1 rould go on tor ever cliiomclipg his golden 
sa>ittgs or telling of hi^ innoicnt and Ining pictN I 
had meant to tell of his cottagi, with tiu (Jeinian inpe 
hung revtitiilly abo\e the liie, and the shell box that 
he had made lor his son, and ot which lit, Aould sav 
patheticall) hlhu nal /It'ascJ wi' it a: hisi^ but / 

think hi s ^ot a kind e’ tinJ o' it noio" Uic son being 
then a man of about foitv But I will U'l all Ok si jiass 
“^Tis more significant lie’s dead” 'The i arth, that he 
had digged so iimth m his life, w is dug out b) another 
for himself, and the flow’eis that ht. liad tended drew 
Iheir life still fioin him, hat m a new' and msaiei way 
A bud flew about the oi>en giaie, as if it too wished to 
honour the obsequies of one who had so often quoted 
..,-iptuic in favour of it-j kind “Are not two spanows 
sold foi one faithing, and >ct not one of them falleth to 
the giound ” 

Yes, he is dead But the kings did not use m the 
place of death to greet him “with taunting piovubs’ as 
they rose to gieet the haughty Bab)Ionian , for in his 
life he was lowl>, and a peacemaker and a seivant of 
G(xL 
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To h.ivt* in '.dilv liL is to be stunned and 

(imck< iu*(l ^Mth in>\iltns, but wlu ti ye.its lia.\e (.oino, it 

onl> casts .1 nunc emkaring li^lu upon the past As in 

those • opiposite ]>lioioi>iaphs of Mr (ialtonS, the image 

of c.u h n« w -Nitkr brings out but the more t learly the 

central featuies of the race, \NhLn once \outli lias 

tlowii, each new iinjncsMon only ilcepens the sense of 

iKitionahtv ,ind the dtsiie ot nalne places So may 

some ca«.lct of Rojal Ktossais or tlie Albany Regiment, 

as he niounkd guard about hroneh citadels, so may 

some ofii( ei m.irching nis c onijiany of the Scots-Dutch 

among the polders, h.i\e felt the soft rains of the 

Hebiidcs upon his brow, or stalled in the lanks at the 

reniembeied aioma (f peat-sniokc And the. rivers of 

home are dear in particulir to all men I'his i-s as old 

as Naanian, who was jealous for Abana and Phaipar; 

It IS confined to no rate nor countrv, for I know one of 

Scottish blood but a child of Suffolk, w’hose fancy s»till 

lingers about the hlied lowland waters of that shire But 

the streams of Scotland are incomparable in themselves 

—or I am only the more Scottish to sufipose so—^aiid 

then sound .ind colour dwell for ever in the memory. 

How often and w illingly do I not look again in fancy 

56 
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on runimrl, or oi iIk* talkiiijj; Airrllf, or l)tt‘ 

swirling in its I.ynn on llu* liiiglii bum of kiiiM.iiu], 
or the golden burn that poirs and sulks m the din 
behind Kingussie ’ 1 think sliaim to I(.i\e out on* <»t 

these enchantresses, but the list woulel giou trjo long >1 
1 remembered .ill, onl\ I in.i\ not loigtl Ail.ui Ua^ei, 
nor*'hire h-wetting Kogie, noi v< t \lniond, noi, |oi all 
its pollutions, that Water e»f I.eilh of llu ui.inv <ind \\f 11- 
naincd nulls Hell’s Mills, and ('.imin Mills, .iiul 'uliu 
Mills; nor Ri^dfoid Hum ot pU asanl nieinoiu s, luu )el, 
for all Its smallness, tbit nanuUss tru kU th.it springs m 
the green bosom o( Allermuii, and i*- ud from IIalk«r- 
side with a p< renni.il leaiuiiful, ami ilm.als tlu* moss 
under the She*aret’s Knowe, and maki s oni pool llieie, 
overhung 1)> X rock, where I lined to s'l .ind make bad 
veTses, and is then kidnajiped in its inlamy b\ suhler 
lanean pipes for the servue ol the sea In luilding cit) in 
the plain From ni.iny points in the moss \ou mav see 
at (»ne glanee its whole (e)iiise and that oi all its liibu- 
taries, the geographer of this Lillijiul rua) \isit all its 
e'fiiners without sitting elimn, and not )(t bt gin to be 
breathed. Shearer’s Kno\\e ami Halkciside an but 
names of ad]aceiil cantons on a singl* shoiildei ol a 
hill, as names are squandered (U would sei m t<' llu in¬ 
expert, in superfluity) upon these upland sheepwalks , a 
bucket would lereive the wlu»le disiliarge ol the toy 
river; it would take it an apjjreiiablc time to fill your 
morning bath, for the most p.ut, besides, it soaks un¬ 
seen through the moss ; and yet for the sake of auld 
lang sync, and the figure* of a rertain ioci^ T am 

condemned to linge^r awhile in fancy by its shores, and 
if the nymph (who cannot be above a span in stature) 
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will but inspire iny pon, I would gladly carry the reader 
along with me 

John 'I’odd, when 1 knew him, v^as already “the 
oldest Iu‘rd on the Penllands,” and had been all his 
da)s faithful to that curlew-scattering, sheep-collerting 
hfc lie remembered the droving days, when the 
drove roads, that now lie giten and solitary through 
the heathei, were thionged thoroughiaicb lie had 
himsell often m.irthed Hocks into Kngland, sleeping 
on the InllsidLS with his caravan, and b> his account 
It was a rcjugh business not without dangei '1 he 
diene roads lay apart from habitation, the drovers 
met in the Avilderness, as to-day the deep sea fishers 
meet off the bants in the solitude of the Atlantic, 
and in the one as in the other case rough habits and 
fist-law were the rule Cnnies weie committed, sheep 
filched, and drovers robbed and beaten, most of 
which oft'ences had a mouiland burial and w'en* never 
beaid of in the courts of justice John, in those 
days, was at least once attacked,—by two men after 
his watch,—and at least once, betiayed by his habitual 
anger, fell undei the danger of the law and was clapped 
into some rustic prison-house, the doors of which he 
burst in tHc night and was no more heard of in that 
quarter When I knew him, his life had fallen in 
quietei places, and he had no cares beyond the 
dulness of his dogs and the inroads of pedestiianb 
from town But for a man of his iJiopensity to wrath 
these were enough, he knew neither rest nor peace, 
except by snatches, tn the gray of the summer mcini- 
ing, and already fioin far up the hill, he would w'ake 
the “toun” with the sound of his shoutings, and m 
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the lambing time, his cuts wcic not yet silenced late at 
night This wrathful voice of a rhan inisn*n might be 
s.ud to haunt that r|naitirol the P''ntlamls an audible 
bogie, and no doubt it added to tlio feai in ^\htch 
men stood of John a tomh o! sciniething legi ndar\ 
For nn o\\n part, he-vias at hist inv (nemy, and I, 
in my character ot a rambling bov, Ins n,iiuial abhoi- 
rence It was long Ik hire I saw him near at hand, 
knowing *hini only by some sudden blast ol lx llo'Mng 
from fai a>)Ove, bidding me “<’\iay oot ainang the 
sheej) ” The quietest rLCt'ssts of tlie hill h.irboiired 
this ogre, 1 skulked in my tasoiiiil^* wildcim iS like a 
Cameronian of the Killing Time, and j^din d odd was 
ipy Claverhouse, and his dogs my (lucsimg diagoons. 
Little by little we dropped into nsilities, lu*- hail at 
sight of me began to baxe Itss of the ring of a xsai 
slogan; soon, we never met hut he produr ed his 
snuff-box, winch W'as with him, like the (alumet with 
the Red Indian a pait of the heMldry of peace, and 
at length, m the ripeness of time, wt grew to be a 
pair of friends, and wlien 1 lived alone in these part*: 
in the winter, it wms a settUd thing for Jolm to “give 
me a cry over the garden wrall as he set forth upon, 
his evening round, and for me to oveitake and beai- 
him company 

d'hat dread voice of his that shool* the lulls when 
he was angry, fell in oidinary talk very pleasantly upon 
the ear, with a kind of honied, friendly whine, not far 
off singing, that was eminently Scottish He laughed 
not very often, and when he did, with *i sudden, loud 
haw-haw, hearty but somehow joyless, like an echo from 
a rock. His face was permanently set and coloured, 
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ruddy and stifi with wcathcrinj; mort- liki* a picture 
than a fact , >tt with a certain str.iin and a threat of 
latent in the expiession, like that of a man 

tiained too fini and haiassed with periutual \igilanre 
He sj)okt in the luhest diali i L of Scotch I evei 
h(‘aid, the wnids in theriisilves were a pleasure and 
ollen a suipii^c to me, st) th.it J olten came hack from 
oju of our juliols w'lth new ac (juisitions, and this 
vocahuliiv Ik would liandle like a master, stalking a 
little In toil me, ‘ luMid on shoulder,’ the jikud hanging 
loosel) aboiil him, the yillow' staff dapped under his 
arm, and uiiuiing me uphill In that devious, tactical 
asient which seems peculiar to men of his trade I 
might count him with the lust Ulkers, only that 
t.ilkiTig hLotc h and talking I'^nghsh seem inc.omparable 
acts He louehed on nothing at least, hut he adorned 
it, w’h* n lie naiiatcd, the scene was before you, w'hen 
lie sjioke (as he did mostly) of his ow'ii anticjue business, 
the thing took on a c oloui of romance and curiosity that 
was surprising The clans of sheep with their particular 
teriitorics on the hill, and how', in the yeaily killings 
and pun ha** s, each must be pro])orlionally thinned and 
strc'nglhc lu d , the midnight busjness of animals, the 
“,igns of the weather, the care*' of the snowy season, 
the escpiisite sluiudity of sheep, the oviuisite cunning 
of dogs all these he loulci present so humanly, and 
with so much old cxpcimnie and living gusto, that 
wc'aiincs', was excluded And in the midst he would 
suddenly straighten his bowed back, the slick would 
fl) abioad in demonsliation, and the sharp thunder 
of his voice loll out a long itinerary for the dogs, so 
that you saw at last the use of that great wealth of 
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names for o\ery knowe and howc upon the Inll'iidc, 
and the having hc'uktnrd with lowered tails 

and laised fao s, would lun up ihc'ir flag’s again to 
the masthead and spicad thctnsthis iijxm the indi 
rated (irciiit ll used to fill mr with wondi r how 
they (ould follow aiu] letain so lonir a slor) J>ut 
fohp d'nicd these creatuios all ml JliguK e , thev wtr^ 
the i onstant Initl of his [lassion .ind (ontrmpt , it 
was jiist^possibU to work with the like of lh(‘m he" 
sai<i,--not more than jnrssihle' \nd thui hc' would 
exjMhd upon the suhjeit of the u*allv good dous that 
he hael known, and the" one nail) i»o(jd dog that 
he had himstlf jrossessed }Tc h.id lx eii ofieied forty 
pounds for it, hut a good rollie was worth more than 
that, more than anything, to .i herd , ” he did the 
htid's woik frir him “As foi tlu like of them*'’ he 
would ery, and seoinfully indKate the scouring tails 
of his assistants 

Once—I translate johns Lalkiii, for I cannot do it 
justice, heing hoin Btttanms in mohtihu^, indi exl, hut 
alas' tnt'fuditu u/’t'w/r/-- once, m the da)s of his good 
dog, he had bought some sheep in J.dinhurgh, and on 
the way out, the load heing crowded, two we'ie lost 
This w^as a repioach to John, and a slui upon the dogj 
and both were alive to then nnsfoituiic Word came, 
after some da)s, that a fanner about IJraid had found a 
pair of sheep, and tliither went John and the dog to 
ask for lestituticai Hut the lanuer was a hard man 
and stofxl ujxm lus rights “ How were they marked?” 
he asked, and since John had bought right and left 
from many sellers and had no notion of the* marks— 
“Very well,” said the farmer, “then it’s onl) right that 
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I should ktcp them —“Well,” said John, “it’s a fact 
that I c.ninac tell the sheep , but if niy d(>;< can, will ye 
let me ha\t them ?” The farmer was honc-it as well as 
hard, and bosidis I daiosa^ he had litth* fear of the 
orde<il, so h(' had all the shn-j) upon his faun into one 
laige paik, and tinned John’s dog into their midst 
'I'hat han^ man of luisiness knew his eiiand wi*llihe 
knew' that John and he liad bought two shtep and 
(to their shame) lo*)! them about IJoioughmuirhcad , he 
knew besides (the I.ord knows how, unless bj listening) 
that lhe> wen. t onu to llraid for tlitii iLCo\ery, and 
without pau-ie or blundu singled out, fust ont and tlien 
anothtr, the two w'aifs Tt was that afternoon the forty 
pounds were offered and refused And the slitpherd 
and his dog—w'hat do 1 say^ the true shepherd and 
his man—set off together by l^aumilehead in jocund 
hunioui, and “smiled to iiher” all the way home, with 
the two recoveied ones before them S(5 far, so good , 
but intelligence may be abused '1 be dog, as he is by 
little man’s infeiior in mind, is only by little his supenor 
in MitUL , and John had anothei lollie tale of quite a 
difleient compleMon At the focjt of the moss behind 
Kirk Yetton (CUtr Ketton, wise men say) theie is a 
scrog of low' wood and a pool with a dam for washing 
sheep John w'as one day lying under a bush in the 
scrog, w'hen he was aware of a collie on the far hillside 
skulking dowm through the deepest of the heather with 
obtiiisive stealth He knew the dog, knew' him for a 
clever, using practitioner from quite a distant farm , one 
whom peihaps he had coveted as he saw him masterfully 
steering flocks to maiket But what did the practitioner 
so far from home? and why this guilty and secret 
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manoeuvring towards the pool?—for it was towards the 
pool that he was heading. John lay the closer under 
his bush, and piesently saw the dog ionic foith upon 
the margin, look all about him to see if he ammo any¬ 
where observed, plunge in and itpcaiedly wash himself 
over head and ears, and- then (but now openly and with 
taihin air) btiike homeward o\ir the hills That same 
night word was sent his master, and the rising piai - 
titioner, Shaken up fiom where he lay, all innoieiice, 
before the fire, was had out to a djkeside and promptly 
shot, for alas* he was that foulest of cniinnals under 
trust, a sheep-eater, and it was from the maculation of 
sheep’s blood that he had come so fai to i Ic.inse himself 
in the pool behind Kiik Yetton 

A trade that touches nature, one that lies at the 
foundations of life, mwhidiw'e have all had aniestors 
employed, so that on a hint of it anc estral memories 
rcMve, lends itself to literary use, voial 01 writtm The 
fortune of a tale lies not alone in the skill of him that 
wTJtcs, but as much, perhaps, in the inherited expenence 
of him who reads, and when I heai witli a parliculai 
thrill of thingb that I have never done or setn, it is one 
of that innumerable army of my ancestors rejoii mg in 
past deeds Thus novels begin to touch not the fine 
dUettanti but the gross mass of mankind, when they 
leave off to speak of jicailouis and shades of manner and 
still-bom niceties of motive, and begin to deal ivith 
fighting, sailormg, adventure, death or childbirth; and 
"thus ancient outdooi ciafts and occupations, whether 
Mr, Hardy wields the shepherd's crook or Count Tolstoi 
swings the scythe, lift romance into a near neighbour¬ 
hood w'ith epic. These aged things have on the in the 
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dew of man’s morning, tliey lie near, not so much to 
us, the semi-aitificial flowerets, as to the tiunk and 
aboiiginal taproot of the race A thousand inteiests 
spnng np in th«‘ process of the agts, and a tnousand 
polish, that IS now an cccentiuily or a lost art w’hich 
was once the fashion of an empire, and those only are 
jierenmal matter', tliat roust us to day, and that revised 
men in all tpochs of the just 'Ihcie is a leitain < nlic, 
not indeeil of eserulion but of matter, whom I dare 
be know'ri to set befoie the best a certain low browed, 
hairy gentleman, at flist a peicher in the fork of trees, 
next (as the) lelate) a dweller m cavts, and whom I 
think I sec squatting in f ave-niouths, of a pleasant after¬ 
noon, to munch his berries—his wife, that accomplished 
lad), squatting by his side his name I never heard, 
but he is often described as Probably Arboieal, which 
may seive foi recognition Eath has his own tree of 
ancesttrrs. but at the tfiji of all sits Probably Arboreal, 
in all our \cins there run vSome minims of his old, wild, 
tiee-top blood , our civilised nerves still tingle with his 
rude terrors and pltasures, and to that which would 
have nK^ved our common ancestor, all must obediently 
thrill 

\Vc have not so far to dimb to come to shepherds; 
and it may be I had one for an ascendant who has 
largely moulded me But vet I think I owe my taste 
for that hillside business rather to the art and interest of 
John Todd He it was that made it live for me, as the 
artist can make all things live It was through him the 
simple stiatcgy of massing sheep upon a snowy evening, 
with Its attendant scampering of earnest, shaggy aides- 
de-camp, was an affair that I never wearied of seeing, 
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and that I ne^cr wcar\ of rciailinj' to uniid • the shadow 
of the night darkening on th(‘ hills, insi lul diU hlatk 
blots of snow shower moMng licit* and tlieic like mglu 
already come, huddlt's ot )e]lo\v slu-cp and dartings> of 
black dogs ufion the snow*, a biitti air that to<»k }t)u by 
the throat, unearthly haipings of the wind along the 
moors ^ and for centre iiiLce to all lliesi fiatuus and 
influences, John winding up the brae, ketpiiu' his c.i[>- 
tam’s eye upon all suhs, and huaking, t\cr ami again, 
into a spasm of bellowing that seenutl to make the 
evening hleakci It is thus that I still s^e him in my 
minds eye, perched on a hump oi tlu dcilnity not l.ir 
from Halkerside, his slafl in airy floniish, his greul voice 
taking hold upon the hills and e« humg tenor to the 
lowlands, I, meanwhiU, standing s» anew hat ha< k, until 
the tit should he over, and, with a jiiik h of snuff, my 
friend lelajise into his easy, even conversation 
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I HAVF n.inud among many iivers that make music in 
my nKinoi), tliat duty Water of Leith Often cand often 
1 desiie to look upon it again , and the choice of a point 
of view IS easy to me It should be at a certain l^atLT‘ 
dooi, embowered in shrubbery The river is chere 
dammed back for the seivice of the flour-mill just 
below, so that it lies deep and daikling, and the 
sand slopes into brown obscurity with a glint of gold, 
and it has but newly been lecniited by the boiiow- 
ings of the snufl mill just above, and these, tumbling 
meiiily in, shake the pool to Us black heart, fill it 
with diowsy eddies, and set the curded froth of many 
other mills solemnly steering to and fro upon the sur¬ 
face. Or so it was when I was young, for change, and 
the masons, and the piuning knite, have been busy; and 
if I could hope to repeat a cherished experience, it must 
be on many and impossible conditions. I must choose, 
as well as the point of view, a certain moment in roy 
growth, so that the scale may be exaggerated, and the 
trees on the steej) opposite side may seem to climb to 
heaven, and the sand by the water-door, where I am 
standing, seem as low as Styx And I must choose 

the seaison also, so that the valley may be brimmed 
* 66 
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like a cup with sunshine ami the songs of birds,— 
and the year of grace, so that when J turn to leave tlie 
riverside I may find the old manse and its inhabitants 
unchanged. 

It was a place in that time like no oilier the garden 
cut into provinces by a great hedge ol beech, and over- 
loc^cd by the church and the teiracc of the rlunc h)arJ, 
where the tombstones were tlmk, and after nighttall 
“spunki?s” might be seen to daiue at hast b\ ehildien . 
flower-plots lying warm in sunshine, lainU& and the great 
yew making elsewhere a pleasing horror of ‘liade, the 
smell of watei rising fioiii all lound, with an added tang 
of paper-mills, the sound of water evtivwhere, and the 
sound of mills—the wheel and the' d.im singing Ibeir 
alternate strain, the birds on eM”y bush and from evxry 
corner of the overhanging woods pealing out then notes 
until the* air throbbed with them , and in the midst of 
this, the manse I see it, by the standard ot m> child¬ 
ish stature, as a great and roomy bouse In truth, it 
was not so large as I supposed, nor yet so convenient, 
and, standing where it did, it is diflu ull to suppose that 
It was healthful Yet a large family of stalwart sons 
and tall daughters were housed and reared, and came 
to man and womanhood in that nest of little chambers, 
so that the face of the earth was peppered with the 
children of the manse, and letters with outlandish stamps 
became familiar to the local postman, and the walls of 
the little chambers brightened with the wonders of the 
East, The dullest could see this was a house that 
had a pair of hands in divers foreign places: a well- 
beloved house—^its image fondly dwelt on by many 
travellers. 
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Htit lived an ancestor of mine, wlio wa« a herd of 
mm T read him, judging with older c*ntirism the 
report of childish observation, as a man of singular 
sini])lifitv of natuie, iinoinotional, and hating the dis¬ 
play of what he felt, standing contented on the old 
wa)s, a h>\er ot Ins life .ind innocvnt habits to the end 
We childien admiied him partly for his beautiful face 
and sihti h.iii, for none more than children are c'on- 
ccTiK'd for beaut) and, above all, lor beauty in‘die old, 
partly for the solcMim-light in which we beheld him 
once a wecik, the ohservt'd of all obscrveis, m the* pulpit 
l>ut his strictness and distance, the effect, I now fancy, 
of old age, slow blood, and settled habit, oppressed us 
with a kind ol loiror When not abroad, bo sat much 
alone, wilting scimons oi Icltcis to his scattered family 
in a daik and cold room with a hbrary of bloodless 
books —oi so they seenu d in those days, although I 
have sonic of them now on m\ own shelves and like 
well enough to read them, and these lonely hours 
wrapped him in tlic gic'ater gloom for our inugina- 
lions ]>ut the stud) had a redeeming grace in many 
Indian jiictmes, gaudily colourt^d and dear to >oung 
c>cs I cannot depict (for 1 have no such passions 
now) the greed with which I hehdd lliem , and when 1 
was once semt in to say a psalm to my grandfather, I 
went, (juaking indeed w'lth feai, hut at the same time 
glowing with lujpe that, if I said it well, he might reward 
me with an Indian picture 

“ rh) fi)ol Tlo'll not let slide, nor will 

Ho slumber tint thee keeps,” ' 

it lan. a strange conglomerate of the unpronounceable. 
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a sad model to set in childhood ^efoie one who was 
himself to be a vcrsTiLi, and a task in recitation that 
really merited reward \nd I must sujiposi tht old man 
thoiif'ht so too, and w.is either touched or amused b> 
the pcrfurmaiite , for he took nu, in In's arms with in<>st 
unwonted tendirmss, and kis'icd me, and gave me a 
httl^ kindly sermon foi my i>saim , so that, lor that da), 
WL ivere Heik and parson I was stiULk 1 )\ this iciip- 
tion int(^ so Under a suipiise that 1 forj^ot in) disap¬ 
pointment And indeed the hope was on«* of tho^e ih.it 
childhood foigcs for a p.istime, and with no <lesji;n upon 
realit) Nothing was iiioie imlikt »y than that my grand¬ 
father should strip himself of one of those pictures, love 
gifts and remiiideis of his ahstnl sons, nothing more 
uiiliktly than that he should bestow it upon me He 
had no idea of sjioihng < hildren, having all that to my 
aunt, he had faied hard himself, and hlublKied under 
the lud in the last centur) , and his ways wcie still 
Spartan fot the )oung "Ihe last woid I heard upon his 
lips w'ds in Uns Spartan key He had ovti walked in 
the teeth of an east wind, and was now' near tlie end of 
his manv d*i)s He sat by the dining room fiic, with his 
white hair, pale face and bloodshot eves, a somewhat 
awful figure , and my aunt had given him a dose of our 
good old blotch mtdicine, Dr Gregor) s powdci Now 
that remedy, as the work of a near kinsman Rob Roy 
himself, may have a savour of romance for the imagina’ 
lion, but It conics uncoulhly to the palate The old 
gentleman had taken it with a wTy face , and that being 
accomplished, sat with pci feet simplicity, like a child’s, 
munching a “bailey-sugar kiss” But when my aunt, 
having the canister open in her hands, proposed to let 
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me share m the sweets, he interfered at once I had 
bad no Gregory j then I should have no barley-sugar 
kiss* so he decided with a touch of irritation And 
just then the phaeton coming opportunely to the kitchen 
door—for such was our unlordly fashion—I was taken 
for the last time from the prest iice of my grandfather. 

Now I often wonder what I haie inhciited from |his 
old minister I mubt suppose, iiuhicd, that he wab fond 
of preaching sermons, and so am I, though I ne\er heard 
It maintaint.d that either of us loved to hear them He 
sought health in his youth in the Isle of Wight, and I 
have souglit it in both hemisphcies, but whereas he 
found and kejit it, 1 am still on the quest He was a 
great lovci of Shakespeaie, whom he read aloud, I have 
betn told, ^Mth taste, well, I ln\e my Shakespeare also, 
and am peisuaded I can read him well, though I own I 
never ha\e been told so He made embroidery, design¬ 
ing his own patterns, and in that kind of work I nevei 
made an> thing but a kettle-holder m Berlin wool, and 
an odd gaiter of knitting, which was as black as the 
chimne) befoie 1 had done w'lth it He loved port, and 
nuts, and poiter, and so do I, but they agreed better 
with my grandfather, w'hich seems to me a breach of 
contract. He had chalk-stones m his fingers; and these, 
in good time, I may possibly inherit, but I would much 
rather have inherited his noble presence Try as I 
please, I cannot join myself on with the reverend doctor; 
and all the while, no doubt, and even as I write the 
phrase, he moves in my blood, and whispers words to 
me, and sits efficient in the very knot and centre of ijoy 
being. In his garden, as I played there, I learned the^ 
love of mills—or had 1 an ancestor a miller?—and a 
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kindness for the neighbourhood 6f gra\es, as homely 
things not without their poetry—or had I an ancestor a 
sexton ? But what of the garden wht*re he played him- 
belf?—for that, tcu), \\as a scene of my ulueation Sonic 
jiart of me played thcie in the cightoentli c tntury, and 
ran races undei the green avenue at Jhlrin , some part 
of me trudged up Leith Walk, \\hi< h i\as still a counir 
place, and sal on the High School benches, tiiid was 
thrashed; perhaps, by Di Adam The house whcie I 
spent my youth was nut yet thought upc)n , but \ve mad< 
holiday par^|S among the comfiiids on ilb site, and ate 
strawberries and cuam mar In at a g.irdenei's. All 
this I had forgotten, only my grancb.cllici lemenibered 
and once reminded me I have forgotten, too, how v,t 
giew up, and took orders, and went to our first Ayrslurc 
parish, and fell in love with and nianied a daughter 
of Burns’s Dr Smith—“ Smith opens out Ins cauld 
harangues” I have forgotten, but I an as time all the 
same, and heard stones of Burns at fust hind 
And theic is a thing stianger than all that, for this 
homunntlus or part'inaii of mine that walked about 
the eighteenth century NVith l>r. Balfoui in his youth, 
W’as m the way of meeting other homunculoi or ])art’ 
men, in the persons of my other ancestors 'Bhese 
were of a lower order, and doubtless we looked dcAvn 
upon them duly But as I went to college with Dr. 
Balfour, 1 may have seen the lamp and oil man 
taking down the shutters from his shop beside the 
► Tron; —we may have had a labbit-hulch or a book¬ 
shelf made for us by a certain carpenter in I know 
not what wynd of the old, sinok) city, or, u[)on 
some holiday excursion, we ma) have looked into the 
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windows of a cottajje in a flower-gardeti and seen a 
terlain w'ea\oi ]^lving his shuttle. And llicsc were all 
kinsmen of mine upon the othtr side, and from the 
c\Ls of the lamp and oil man one-halt of ni> unborn 
fallitr, and one/[iiartcr of myself, looked out upon 
Us as we went by to < ollego Nothing of all this 
wcnild Cl OSS the mind of the young student, as he 
posted up the Jirulges with trim, stockinged legs, in 
that (ity of cotked hats and good Scotch iStill un- 
a ulteraied It would not < loss his mind that he 
should have a daughter and the lamp and oil man, 
Just then beginning, b> a not unnatural metastasis, 
to bloom into a lighthouse-engiliter, should have a 
grandson, and tiiat these tw'o, in the fulness of time, 
should wed and some poition of that student him¬ 
self should siiniNc >et a >ear or tw^o hmgei m the 
prison of tlieii (hild 

Pint our ancestral aditnUiies are l»e>ond e\en the 
aiithmelic of f.mc\ , and it is the chief recommenda¬ 
tion ot long ])edigrees, that we can folk^w backwaid 
the careers of oui hx^munculo^ and be reminded of our 
antenatal li\os Oiii conscious )eais are but a mc^ment 
in the history of the elements that build us Are >ou 
a bank'Clerk, and do you li\e at Peck ha m ? It was 
not always so And though to-day I am only a man 
of letters, either tradition errs or I was picseiit when 
there landed at St Andrews a Ireneh barber-surgeon, 
to lend the health and the beard of the great Cardinal 
Deaton , 1 have shaken a spear in the Dcbateable 
Land and shouted tire slogan cjf the Elliots j I was 
present w'hen a skipper, pl>ing from Dundee, smuggled 
Jacobites to Prance after the ’15, I was in a West 
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Imlia iTicichant’s oftKc, p.^rhaps Ae\t door to Btulie 
Nicol Jarvie’s and managed the* Imsimss of a j)lanta- 
tion m St. Kill’s, I was with my cngiiicor-gramllathor 
(the son-in law of the lamp and oil man) when he 
saikd noilh about Seolland on the famous cnnsi that 
gave ns the J'/hi/l and_ the /otd oj the 1 was 

with him, too, on the Bell Rock, m the fog, when 
the Smeaton had drifted fiorn her moorings, and the 
Aberdeerf men, pick in hand, had sei/td ujion the 
only boats, and he must stoop and laj) sea uatir bdore 
his tongue (ould utter audible word'=, and Jiiu f* more 
witli him when the Bell Rock bcaion took a ‘‘thiawe,’* 
and his workmen fled into tin towci, then nearly 
finished, tand be sat unmovLd reading in his Bible — 
01 afletting to read till one after anothei slunk ba‘k 
with confusion of countenance to Ihcii engiiiuei \\s, 
parts, of me have seen life, and met achcntuies, and 
somelimeb met them well And away in the still 
cloudier pii&t, the threads that make me up can he 
traced by fanev into the bosoms of thousands and 
millions of as( endants Bicts who rallied round 
Macbeth and the old (and highl) picfcrable) sjstem 
of descent b> fenialcb, fleers from lieforc* the legions 
of Agricola, man hers m Bannonian moiasses, star¬ 
gazers on Chaldaian plateaus, and, furtliest of all, 
what face is this that fancy can see peering through 
the disparted branches^ Wliat sleeper in gr^en tree- 
tops, what muncher of nuts, <,ontludes my pedigree? 

►Probably arboreal in his habits 

And I know not which is the more strange, that I 
should carry about with me some fibies of my minister- 

f 

grandfather, or that in him, as he* sat in his cool study, 
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grave, reverend, cofhtented gentleman, there was an 
aboriginal frisking of the blood that was not his, tree- 
top memories, like undeveloped negatives, lay dormant 
in his mind , tree-top instincts awoke and were trod 
down , and J’lobably Arboreal (scarce to bt distinguished 
from a monk(.>) gambolled and f battered m the biain 
Cl the old divine 
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MEMOIRS OF AN ISLET 

Those who try to be artists use, time aftei time, the 
matter of their recollections, setting ami leselting little 
coloured memcjiies of men and Si.enes, iigging up (it 
may be) some especial friend in the atliu of a buccaneer, 
and decreeing aimies to inameu\re, or niuider to be 
done, on the p]a>ground of tlieir \outh but the 
memories are a fiiiry gift which cannot be worn out in 
using Aftci a dozen services in various talcs, the little 
sunbnght pictures of the past still shine in the mind's 
eye with not a lineament defaced, not a tint impaired 
Gluck und un^i^link ivtrd if Goethe phases, jet 

only by endless avatais, the onginial re-cmbod)ing aftcT 
each. So that a WTiter, m time, liegins to wonder at the 
perdurable life of these impressions, b.'gms, perhaps, 
to fancy that he wrongs them when he weaves them in 
With fiction, and looking back on them with ever- 
giowing kindness, puts them at last, substantive jewels, 
in a setting of then own. 

One or two of these pleasant spectres I think 1 have 
^laid I used one but the other day a little eyot of 
dense, freshwater sand, where I once waded deep m 
butterburrs, delighting to hear the song of the river on 
both^ sides, and to tell myself that 1 was indeed and at 
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last upon an islaiui T\\o of my puppets lay there a 
a summers dav, hearkening to the slitarers at woik m 
ri\cii>id(‘ fields and to the diuins of the giay old garrison 
upon the neighbouiing hill And this was, 1 think, done 
rightly tin*place was rightly pwupled—and now belongs 
not to iiu but to iny puppets—fora time at lea^t In 
tune, pel haps, the pu])pcts will grow faint, the original 
memory swim up instant as c\ei , and I shall (»nce more 
he m bed, and see the little sandy isle in A'llan Water 
as It is ill nature, and the cdiild (that ome was me) 
wading then in butteibuns , and wonder at the instancy 
and Migin fresliness of that memoiy, and be pricked 
again, in season and out of season, b) the desire to 
wca\e It into art 

'I here is another isle in my collection, the memory 
ot which besieges me I put a whole fannly thcie, in 
onc‘ of my tales, and later on, thiew upon its shores, 
and eondeinncil to several da>s of lam and ^hellfl^h on 
its tumbled boulders, the hero of another. The ink is 
not yet faded, lh« sound of the senUncts is still in my 
mind's ear, and 1 am under a spell to write* of that 
island again 

I 

'I he little isle of Eairaid lies close in to the south¬ 
west rt'rner of the Ross of Mull the sound of Iona on 
one side, acreiss winch you may see the isle and church 
of Columba , the open sea to the other, whe-*re you shall 
be aide to mark, on a clear, surfy day, the breakcraw* 
running white on many sunken rocks I first saw it, 
or fiist remembered seeing it, framed in the round bulfs- 
" *1 cabin port, the sea lying smooth along its shores 
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like the watt IS of a lake, the tol^urles',, clcsir lit;ht of 
thetarly morning making plain its heathciy and lotky 
hummocks Thcic stood upon it, in th( se dajs, a 
single rude hoii‘>t. of uncemimUd stones, appioadied 1)> 
a pier of wretkwood It must have been vti) early, 
foi It was then summer^ and in summer, in that latitude, 
day scarcely withdraws , but even at that lioiii the hous' 
was making a sweet smoke of [leals whi<h came to mo 
over the*l.)ay, and the baie legged daughters of the unter 
w'cro wading by the pier 'Ihe same day vve visited the 
shores ot the i^le in the shi[>s boats, rowed de<‘p inU> 
Fiddler’s Hole, sounding as we went, and having taken 
sleek of all possible act (an modal ion. pitched on the 
noithern inlet as the sttne of (^iieraliims I'or it was 
no accident that had brought tin* lighthouse ste.imer 
to ant hoi in the Eay oi Lai raid Infleen miles away 
to seawaid, a ceitain black roc k stotid enviioncd by ilie 
Atlantic lolleis, the outpost of the 'lorran ree*fs fit re 
wa-^ a tower tc* be built, and a stai lighted, for tht* con¬ 
duct of sseamc 11 Hut as the* lotk was small, and hard 
of aci ess, and far fioui land, the work would b*, one 
of )ears , and my lallit-i was now Icniking lor a -^liore 
station, W'here the •■tones might be quaint-1 and dressed, 
the men live, and the tender, with stime degree of safety, 
lie at anchoi 

I saw' Earraid next fiom the stern thwart of ,111 Iona 
lugger, Sam Hough .and I sitting there che'ek by jow>, 
with our feet upon our baggage, in a beautiful, ilear, 
northern summer eve And behold ' there was now a 
pier of stone, there were rows of sheds, railways, travel- 
hng-cianes, a street of cottages, an iron house for the 
resident engineer, w’ooden bothies for the men, a stage 
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where the courses Si the tower were put together ex¬ 
perimentally, and behind the settlement a great''gash in 
the hillside where granite was quarried In the bay, the 
steamer lay at her mooiings All daylong there hung 
about the place the music of thinking tools; and even 
in the dead of night, the watchman t'amed his lantern 
tci and fro in the dark settlement, and could light the 
pipe of any midnight muscr It was, above all, strange 
to see Earraid on the Sunday, when the sounli of the 
tools ceasid and theie fell a crystal quiet All about 
tht green tompound men would be saunteiing in their 
Sunday’s best, walking with those lax joints of the re¬ 
posing toiler, thoughtfully smoking, talking small, as if 
in honour of the stillness, or hearkening to the wailing 
of the gulls- Vnd it was strange to see our Sabbath 
services, held, as they weie, in one of the bothies, with 
Ml. I 5 itimer itading at a table, and the congregation 
perched about in the double tier of sleeping bunks, 
and to hear the singing of the psalms, “ the chapters,” 
the inevitable Sjniigcon’s sermon, and the old, eloquent 
liglithouse praver 

In fine w'L.vthei, when by the sp)-glass on the hill the 
sea was observed to run low upon the leef, there would 
be a sound of prepaiation in the verv early morning, 
and before the sun had risen from behind Ben More, 
the tender would sttani f)ut of the bay Over fifteep 
sea-miles of the gieat blue Atlantic lollers she ploughed 
her way, tiailing ai her tail a brace of wallowing stone- 
lighters. '1 he open ocean widened upon either board, 
and the hills of the mainland began to go down on the 
hon/on, befoie she came to her unhomely destination, 
and lay-to at last wheie the lock clapped its black head 
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above the swell, with the tall iron HKna* k on it-s spnlcr 
^ lej?*, and the truncated tower, and the ('i.inci 
their arms, and the smt»kc of the eu^ine-fiu rising in the 
mid sea An ugly reef is this of the Dim IKait.u h , no 
pleasant a&semblige of shelves, ami jio^ls, and t reeks, 
about which a child midit play f(u a whole siinmui 
witlioiit weaiiness, like ihe Hell Roi k ni the SkeirwoiL, 
hut one oval nodule t)f bLuk-tiap, spaisely 1 m dabbled 
with an irteonspicuoiis fu< us, and alive in e\ti\ crevire 
with a dingy insect hctwi'cn a slater and a bi’C^ No 
othei life was there but that of si,.i-biids, and of the sta 
itself, that here lan like a mill-ia<e, and giewhd about 
the outer leef for tvtr, and ever and again, m tlu I'aliiu st 
weather, roared and spouted on ilie i<k k itsell 'Jinus 
wxTc different upcm l)hu lleartac li wlun it blew, and 
the night fell dark, and the neiglihoui lijht-. ol Skuiy- 
vore and Rhii-val were quenthed in ffjg, .ind tlie men 
sat prisoned high up in then iron diuni, that then u*- 
sounded with the lashing of the sprats Juai sat with 
them in their sea-beleaguered dwelling ami the coloui 
changed in anxious facies when some grealei billow 
struck the barrack, and its pillars (juiverea and sprang 
under the blow It was then that the fi#rL*man buildtr, 
Mr. Goodwillie, whom I sec before me still in his roc'k- 
habit of undecipherable rag>, would get his fiddle down 
and strike up human minstrels} amid llic music of the 
storm But it was in sunshine only that I saw Dhu- 
Heartach and it was in sunshine, 01 the yet lovelier 
Plummer afterglow^ that the skamcr would return to 
Earraid, ploughing an enchanted sea, the obedient 
lighters, relieved of tlieir deck caigo, iiding in her wake 
more quietly, and the steersman upon each, as she 
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rose on th>- long standing tall and daik against 

the shining west 


II 

But It was in Earraid it^tlf that I delighted chn^fly 
'I’he lighttiouse settlement scarce encioached hejond its 
fenrc"!, o\tr the top of the fust brae the ground was 
ail vitgin, the woild all >»hut out, th<‘ face of things iin 
changed l)> any of man’s doings Here ^\as no living 
presime, sa\c for the limpets on tin roLks, for some 
old, giay, ram heaun lani that 1 might louse out of a 
feiii) den bet^\l\t two houlilcrs, or lor the haunting and 
the {Mp'iig of llic gulls It ^\as older than man , it was 
found so bs incoming C elts, an<l seafaring Noisemen, 
and rolumba’s priests '1 lie earthy savour of the bog- 
plants, the rude disoider of the b<»ulders, the inimitable 
seaside biighlness of tljc. air, the brine* and the iodine, 
the laj) of the bille>\Vb among the weed) leefs, the sudden 
springing up of a gieat lun of dashing surf along the sea 
fiont of the isle*, all that I saw and felt my piedesessois 
must have see*n and fell with scarce a diffeieiuc I 
stte^ped mv'elf in ojien air and in jiast age*s 

“ Dilighlfiil wimlel it lit. li> nio tu Ijc iii U\.hd Ailtitn 
On llic puin.icit. of a rock, 

Tlut I inigl't ofun sic 
Tht i ut of the oi t an 

That I might hear I'u* sony of the ^vundeiful binK, 
bourct* of Inppinc'i'', 

Thu 1 might hf u the lliuniler of tht ctowiling w vves 
Ppon iric roebs 

At tunes at wtirk without compulsion— 

This wroulil be delightful, 

At times plucking dulse fiuni the locks , 

At Units at fishing ” 
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So, about the next island of Iona, sari^ Columba hiiiiself 
twche hundred years before And so nnjiht I hive 
sung of ICairaid 

And all the while 1 was awxire tb.it this life of s« a- 
bathing and siin-burning was for int Init a liolid.i) In 
that >ear cannon wcri roaring for daAs logctlKi on 
Frencli baUltfields , and I would sit in niy isle (I «all it 
iiiine, aftei the use ol 1o\lis) and think upon the w.ir, 
and the lo*udness ol these fjr-awd> battles, and the ])ain 
of the niLii's w'ounds, and the weaiincss of then ni.iuh- 
ing And I would think too of that othu war which 
IS as old as mankind, and is nuked the life of mian 
the unspaimg w'ar, the giinding sla\eiy of (ompetitioii, 
the toil of SLVint) )cars, duir bought bn .id, pre< aiious 
honour, the perils and pillalls, and tlu poor nwMuls 
It was a long look forward, the fuiiiit. summoned me as 
with trumpet calls, it warned me hat k as with a \oice of 
wetping and hcseeching, and I ihnlkd and tumbled 
on the blink of life, like a (liildish bather r»ii Lbt beach 

Theie w'as anothei vouiig man on kaiiaid in these 
da>s, and we w'eie mmli U)g< ther, bathing, ilanibLimg 
on the bouldets, ti)mg to sail a boat and spinning lound 
instead in the oily wliiilpoois of the roost lUil the 
most pint of the time we s]K)ke of the gitat un« harted 
desert of our tutuies, w’oiuknng togtlher what should 
there befall us, heaiing with surpiise the sound of our 
ow'n \oi(es in the empty vestibule of youth As far, 
and as ha»-d, as it seemed then to look forwMid to the 
^ave, so far it seems now' to look backward upon 
these emotions, so hard to it^all justl) that loath sub¬ 
mission, as of the saenlicial bull, with wliith we stooped 
our necks under the yoke of destiny I met my old 
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companion but thc^ other day, I cannot tell of course 
whdt he was thinking , but» upon my part, I was wonder¬ 
ing to set us both so mu<h at home, and so comjiosed 
and St denial) in the world, and how iniicli wo had 
gained, and how mut li w'e had lost, to .ilUun to that com¬ 
posure , ^md whit h had been upon the whole our best 
estate W'hcn we sat there prating sensibly like men of 
some Lxpcritntc, orwhtnwe sliared our timorous and 
hopeful counsels in a western islet. 



•IX 

THOMAS STliVKNSON 

CIVIL I^NOINKLR 

Thk death of Tliomas Su\cnson ^^Ill mean not \eiy 
much to the general rcadti '>ei\ne to mankind 

look on forms of wHilIi the puhlu^ knows little and 
understands loss Ho came seldom to I ondon, and 
then only as a task, remaining ahva>s a strangei and a 
convinced piovimial, putting up foi )ears at the same 
hotel where his lather had gone In fore him , faithlul Ifir 
long to the same restaurant, the same cluirLh, and the 
same theatre, cliosen simply for propiiupuU , steadf.isily 
refusing to dine out lie had a ciide of his own, in¬ 
deed, at liome, few men weic moie beloved in Isdin- 
burgh, where he bieathed an an that phased him, and 
wherever he went, m lailway carnages oi hoU*l smoking- 
rooms, his strange, humorous Min of talk, and his trans¬ 
parent honesty, raised him uji friends and adniiiers 
But to the general public anil the world ol London, 
except about the parliamentaiy lomiimtee-rooins, he 
TSmained unknown All the time, his lights w^eie in 
every part of the w'orld, guiding the manner, his firm 
were consulting enginecis to the Indian, the New 

Zealand, and the Japanese Lighthouse Boards, so that 

83 
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I 

Kdinhurgb \\.is a world ct-ntre foi that biant-h of applied 
silence, in (icrmany, he had been called “the Nestor' 
of lighthouse illumination ”, e^t•n in Fiance, where his 
claims were long (Icnitd, he was at last, on the orc'asion 
of tlu' late I’Apositioii, recognised and niedalkd And 
to show b) one inslanc'e the inverted nature of his re¬ 
putation, (ompaiativi ly small at home', )(t filling the 
woild, a fiieiiil of mine was this winU'i on a visit to the 
Spanish mam, and was askevl by a Peruvian if he “ knew 
Ml Stevenson the author, because his wenks wtic miieli 
esteemed m Mv friend supposed the rcfeMcnec 

was to the wriLe*! of t.iles, but the Peiiivian had nevei 
lic<ud nf y>; ftKyll, what he had in his eye, whai was 
t bite med in J'imu, vlieri the vedemes of the cngineei 
'Ihomas Sitvenson was horn at IMinhurgh in the yeai 
tSi 8, the grandson ot Thomas Smith, first engineer to 
the iloaid ot Northern Jaghls, sem of Robert Steve nson, 
hi either of Alan and I)a\id, so that his nejiht w, Dav'id 
Alan Stevenson, joineel with him at the tune of his 
death in the cngmeeiship, ib the si\th of the family who 
has held, su( eeSSIvely or conjomtlv, that oll'ice The 
Pell Rock, his father’s great tiiumjih, was finished be¬ 
fore he was horn, hut he served under liis brothei Alan 
in the building of Skeir^voie, the noblest of all extant 
deep sea lights, and, in conjunelion with his brother 
David, he adeled two - -tli<‘ Chickens and Dhu Heartacli 
—to that small numliu eif man’b extreme outposts in 
the ocean Ot shore lights, the' two broiherb last named 
erccic-d no fewc'i than twenty-seven , of beacons,* about 

* In Dr Muirjiy «» admirable new dictionary, I have remarked a 
flaw >«// zoie Beacon In its cvpitss, technical sense, a beacon 
may be detined as “a founded,artihcialhca mark, not lighted " 
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t\\Lnl)-five Many harhoiiis wtre suiccs^fully caiii'd 
• out oni', the huiboui of Wnk, lli<‘ ehiel disaster ol in) 
lathers lift, v\as a Jailuie the sta jirintd too strong foi 
man's arts, and aft( r t\iJt<lnnts hithuto iiiithoiii;lit of, 
.ind on .1 scale hyper (> t lopean, iIr woik inns' he 
destrUd, and now staiuts a iiiin in that l)kak, (rhI- 
foTsaktn l)a>, ten miles lioni Jrilin o'<iioat’s In tin' 
iiiipro\cnu;nt ol iiveis tht biotin is wcu liktXMse in a 
larj;e way of practiie o\er both Liij^land and Stolland, 
nor had an) Jhilish Liij^inttr aii)thinL’ appioathiiit; ilieir 
e\j)Lrn lue 

It was alioiit this niuluis of Ins im>li ssmnal labnin^ 
that all in\ tatlur-. smliihIk nnjuiius and iinunions 
untud ilusL pioLiuk'i timii, and w ted liaik iip(ai, 
hib dad) busniLss dims it \\a- as a haiboui uignieti 
that he betaine interestul ni tin* pio[KiL;aliuii and re 
duetioii of waxts, a dillitulL sub|<‘( t 111 u^aid to wlinh 
Ik has kft In bind him nnu h su^-;e'>ti\< maiiu and 
some xaluabk appioMinatt rt suits Stoims wut Ins 
swoin adxusarus, .ind it was tbioui;li tin stn<l> oi 
Storms that be apprtMthtd tli.it of meteomlr)L;N at larj;e 
Many who knt vv Inm not otbtiwise, kru x\ - ptibap-j 
ha\e in tluir i^ardtns- his louxie-boarded si ret a for 
instruments but the gnat aehiexemeiit ul his lili was, 
of eourst, in optits as aiiplud to lighthouse illunnnjn(»ii 
bresnel had done* rnueh , FicsikI had st tiled the 1 j\< d 
light apii.T-iatus on a print iple that still seems unimprov¬ 
able*, and when dlunnas .'sLtvinson stepp'd 111 and 
TJrouglit to a tumpai.djle p^rfuiion the revolving light, 
a not unnatural lealousy and niuth painful toiitioveisy 
lose in liane'e It had its hour, and, as 1 have told 
alieady, even in hrante it has blown by. Had it not. 
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It would have mattered the less, since all through his 
life my latln r continueil to justify his claim by fresh 
advance's New appomtus for lights in new situations 
was rontinuall) being dtsigmd with the same miwcaried 
bearvh after peifiction, tlie same nice ingenuity of 
intans, and tliough the holophotal levolving light per¬ 
haps still lemaitis his most elegant contiivance, it is 
dillicult to give it the ])Lilm over the much later con¬ 
densing svsluii, with Its llioiisand possible modifirations. 
The number and the value of these improvements en¬ 
title thur aulhur to the name of one of mankind’s 
benefactors In all parts of the world a safer landfall 
awaits the marinei 'I'w'o things must be said and, 
lust, that ThoiiKis Stevenson was no niathematKlan 
Natural shrewdness, a sentiment of (jptical laws, and a 
gie.it intensity consideration led him to just con¬ 
clusions, but to calculati' the necC'isaiy fornuilse for 
the instiUMicnts he had (onceivc'd was often beyond 
him, and he must fall back on the help of others, 
notably on that of his cousin and lifelong intimate 
friend, emeritus I’lofessor Swan, of St Andrews, and 
his later friend, Professor P. G Tait It is a curious 
enough cinumstance, and a great encouragement to 
others, that a man so ill equipped should have suc¬ 
ceeded in one of the most abstract and arduous walks 
of applied science The second remark is one that 
applies to the whole familj, and only particularly to 
I'honias Stevenson from the great number and im- 
poitanee of Ins inventions holding as the Stevensons 
did a (Joveminent apiiuintmont, they regarded their 
original work as something due already’ to the nation^ 
and none of them has ever taken out a patent It is 
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another ciuse of the i otnpaidlne obs/urity of the n.inie 
•for a patent not only bung's in money, it infallibly 
spieads reputation, and my lalluTs instiununts enter 
anonymously into a hundred light rooms, iind aie passi d 
anonunously over in a bundled lepoits, wlurc the li .I'-t 
consideiable patent would'stand out and U 11 its authoi’s 
stoiy 

Hut the life-w'oik of 'I’hom.is Slumson n.mains, 
what we ha\e lost, what wc now lather tiy to retail, is 
the filend and umipanion He was a man of a -some¬ 
what antique stiain with a hlcnded sltiniKss and soft¬ 
ness that was wdiolly Scottish and at fust somewhat 
hewildcimg, with a jiiofound es'sential melancholy of 
disposition and (what often aceonipaiiK s it) the most 
humorous geniality in (oinpjny, shuwdaiul Hiildish, 
passionately attached, piis-sioiiatid) piejudiccd . a man 
of many extremes, many fault-i of temper, and no very 
stable foothold for himsLll anumg life’s troubles Vet 
he was aw'ise adviser, many men, and these not iiuon- 
sideiable, took counsel with him habitually “I sat at 
his feet," wTites one of these, “when 1 asked his advi< 1, 
and W'hen the broad brow was set in thought and the 
film mouth said his say, 1 always knew that no man 
could add to the worth of the conclusion " He had 
excellent taste, though whimsical and [urtial, (ollected 
old luiniturc and delighted specially in sunflowers long 
before the days of Mr Wilde, look a lasting pleasure* 
in piints and pictures, w'as a devout adniiier of Thomson 
oT*Duddingston at a time when few shaied the taste, 
and though he read little, was (orestant lo his fa\ounte 
books. He had ncvei any (iicek, Latin he hajipily 
re-taught himself after he had left school, wheie he was 
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a mere cijnsiMcnt idki hapi)ily, I sa\, for Laitantiu*?, 
Vossuis, .iiid GiHlinal weie hi^j <hief authors, 

rile tirst he must luvc lead foi )eaTs uninttr- 

]U])t(.(ll^, kitpinj. itiu.ir him in his stud}, and r<irr)ing 
It in his ba^r on journeys Another old theoloj^ian. 
IJrown ol Waniphii}, was often in his hands When 
he was indispojed, he liad two books, (rtfv Manntnn^ 
.ind The l\ulilt \ whu-h h(‘ luvti weaned 

lie was a stroiv^ ('onsLi\ati\c, or, as he picferred to 
kull himstir, a loiy, escept in so tar as his Mews 
Wire luodifiLd by .i hot-lieadcd chnalrous senlimenl for 
wonun He was ai tually in fa^oa^ of a niaiiia^c law 
under whidi an} w(»man iiiij'bt have a dnorre for the 
asking, and no niaii on an> j>round wh.itevcr, and the 
S.111U sentiment found .inothei e\pii‘ssion in a Magdalen 
Mission in lulinbuigh, founded and largely supruated 
bv hiniscll 1 Ills was but one of the many channels of 
his jmblit geiKPisitv his prnate was tqiiaily unstrained 
The" C'hureh of S( otland, of whith he held the dot times 
(though m a si nse of his owmi) and to w'hieh he bore 
a elansman’s lo\.du, profited often by his time and 
nionev, and though, from a morbid sense of his own 
unworthiness, he would never tonstnt to be an offite- 
beaier, his athit t was ofti ii •-ought, and he seived the 
Chuuh on iiian\ committees What hi* perhaps Viilued 
highest in his work we*re his lontubutions to the defence 
of ('hiisiianit\ , cme of which, in particular, was praised 
by Hut« hmson Stirling and repimted at the re^quest of 
PiofessoT (^lawfoid 

His sense of his own unworthiness I have called 
moibid morbid, too, were his sense of the fleetingness 
of life and his concern for death He had never ac- 
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cepted the conditions of man’s lift *01 his own ihiir.u tci , 
and his inmost tliounhls wnc ever tinuid with the 
Ccltu mcltindudy (’.ises ot constiimi wtu suim,- 
tiniLS gnevous to him, tiiul that di In ale (mj)lo\imnt 
of a s( Rntith' witness tost liim main ijualms hut he 
found respilt fioin tliest tiouhlcsoim luimouis ui his 
woik, ill his lifelong stud) of naluitil s(i(ii«e, in the 
soiiet\ of tlit)s<" h( lo\(.d, and in his daih w ilks, wlm h 
now' would lain Inm fai into the (oiintn with some 
toiigemal fn< nil, and now kicp him d ingling about 
the tow'll from oiu old l)(Hjlv-shv)[) to ani'dici, and 
SLKiping lomantK acqii.iint.iiK * with t\ii) iiog that 
passt-d His talk, rompoundid of aj mil'li steiling 

sense and so iniuli tiiaki ii hiimoiii, and i lothtd in 
language so ai»t, dioil, and mijiha’ii, was a perpitual 
delight to all who knew him l)i.lort tliL i louds higan to 
settle on his mind Hi*' use of languagi w.is both 
just and putunsquc and when at the btumning of 
his illness he bejian to feel the elibing of this powei, 
it w.is sliaiige and jiainliil to hear him leied out word 
after another as madeqii.ite, and at 1 < ngfh desist from 
the search and leave his phrase unfinisl’ed rather than 
finish It without propriet) It was [leihaps another 
Celtic tiait that his affedions and emotions, passionate 
as these were, and liable to passionale ups and downs 
found the most tl(K|Lie*nt cxpri ssion both in woids and 
gestures Love, anger, and indignation shone through 
him and broke forth in imager), like what we icad of 
’ISbuthern races For all thest emotion#! i xtremes, and in 
spite of the melanelioly ground of his eharaitir, he had 
upon the whole a hajipy life , nor was ht less fortunate 
in his death, which at the last came to him uiuwaie 
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TALK AND TALKERS 


Sir, we hjul i c[0()rl t ilk —JoiiN-dv 

A'. wi lYiusl ariount for i\uy mic woici we must for every 
itlle ''ileino -- 1 kanm in 


I 

'I'lti'Ki < tin 1)0 ii'iltiiur anihitinn than to e\c«il in talk , 
to l)t tiflahk', icady, clear an 1 wcliome, to have 
a fact, a thoui;lit, or an illustiation, pat to every sub¬ 
ject , ainl not onl\ to fhcei the flight of lime among 
our intimites, hul hear our pait in tlial great inter¬ 
national (ongn. ss^ always sitting, where public wrongs 
are fust deilaied, public eirors first coirccted, and the 
course of publu opinion shaped, daj by day, a little 
neaicr to the light No measuie comes before Parlia¬ 
ment but It has been long ago prepared by the grand 
jury of the talkeis , no book is wiittcn that has not 
been larg«*l> eotiijiosed by their assistance Literature 
in mail) of its branches is no other than the shadow of 
good l.ilk, hut the imitation falls fai short of the 
original in life, freedom and effect There are alwajrti 
tw o to a talk, gi\ mg and taking, comparing experience 
and aicouhng (onclusions Talk is fluid, tentative, 
continually “in fuither search and progress”; while 
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written words icmain fi\i"d, bocorfu. ulnL i‘\Ln to the* 
^\ritcr, found woodon dogmatisms, .md fins of 

olnious cnor in the anibei of tlu, tiutli I a^l .ind thiof, 
\shile literatuio, g.iuj;ed with linsi.\-wo()Li\, Ciin onl) 
deal with a fi.u'tion ot the lilo of man, I ilk j^oo. (anc \ 
fiee .mil may call a s[>uii' a spudo I .dk his none ot 
the, fici/me; inimmiUn s of the piiljiit Ji rannot, o\eii 
if It would, bcroiiK' nit r< 1 ) tUstlictH oi iik'ilI) classical 
like liteiatuie A jest mtenoius, the s(»!i‘mii luimlnijr 
IS dissolved in laiightf r, and sjiecdi runs f.uth onl ol 
the conttmipoiar} groo\t into tlu open lulds of natiiie, 
(hteiy and diLtring, like schoolboys out of st.hool 
And it IS 111 talk alone that we can hsiin oui junod and 
ouisolves In short, the first duty of a man is Uf 
speak, that is his chief business in this w'orhl, and 
talk, winch is the harmonious speech ol Lno oi inoic, 
is by far the most accessible of plcasuits It costs 
nothing m money, it is all profit, it completes our 
education, founds and fosttrsour friendships, and can 
be enjoyed at any age and in almost any stale of 
health 

The spice of life is liatile, the fnendlit.?! ulations 
arc still a kind of contest, and if we w^uuld not forego 
all that IS valuable in oui lot, w'c must continually face 
some other person, eye to eye, and wrestle a fall whether 
in love or enmity It is still by force of body, c)r power 
of character or intellect, that we attain to woithy plea¬ 
sures. Men and women contend for each (ithci in the 
of love, like rival mc^smensts, the active and adroit 
decide their challenges m the sports of the body j and 
the sedentary sit down to chess or conversation All 
sluggish and pacific pleasures are, to the same degree, 
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solitarj and selfish,»and e\Liy diira])le bond bet\^een 
human beinf^s is foiind<‘d m or lieighUned by some 
element of eoinpelition N(jn, the lelition that has 
the least root m matter is undoubtedly that airy one of 
fncndship, and henee, 1 sujiposi, it is that j^ood talk 
most (ommonly aiiscs amonj; fru nils "Falk is, indt’Ld, 
both the sc( lu and insliumonl of fiiLiulshij) It is m 
talk alom Ih.il tin Iricnd'i can mei^uie strength, and 
enjoy that amicable ccjunter-asscrlion of pcisonality 
'whitli IS tin naiige of lelalions and the spoit of life 
A good talk js not to be had foi the asking Humours 
must first b( aiioided in a kind of o\ertiiR or prologue, 
hoiu, coinptin\ and ciunmstaiuc be suited, and then, 
.It a fit pint tint, the subiei I, the (jiiiiiy of twt) heated 
minds, •spiing up like a det‘i out of the ^\()od Not 
th.it the talk 11 has .in\ of the hunters piide, though he 
has all and more ih.in all his ardour The genuine 
artist folloi\s tht slie.ini of tonvtrs.ition as an .ingler 
follows the windings of a biook, not dallying whcie he 
fails to “kill” Ht trusts implK illy to hazaid, and he 
is lewardcd by tontmiial variety, rontinu.il plc.isure, 
and tliose chengmg prosjKcts of the truth that are the 
iKst of education Thcie is nollnng m a subject, so 
c.dled, that we should K'gard it as an idol, or follow 
it beyond Iht piomiitings of dtsiie Indeed, there are 
few subjects and so far as lliey aie liiily talkable, 
inoie than tlie lialf of them m.i> be itduced to three 
that I am I, that )ou are you, and that there are other 
people diml} undeistood to be not quite the same sa 
either. Wherever talk may range, it still luns half the 
time on these eternal lines The theme being set, 
each plays on himself as on an instrument, asserts and 
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justifies bimselfj ransacks his hiaii^ for instances and 
npimons, and bungs them h'rib iiew-minted, to Ins 
own siiijmsc and the admiiation of his ad\ei^.iry All 
nalinal talk is a festival of osli ntation ^ and In tlie laws 
of tile game each actepls and Ians the vanity of the 
olhci It IS from that reason that we vcnliire to hy 
oiiisthcs so open, that w'c daie to he so waimly elo- 
(pieni, and that we swtU in eath (uhei s tve-* to siirh 
a vast pi( portion luii talkiTs, once laniirhed, liegin 
to overflow the Imiils of their oidinaiy stives, towtT up 
to the height of then secret pn'lensions, and give ihem- 
silves out for the Iichrs, htave, juoiis, nnisn al and 
VMM*, that in their most shining moments tin \ aspiie to 
In So Ihev weave for tinnistIves with wools and for 
a while inluhii a jiiilace of delights, ti riij#U at once and 
llieatic, vvhcie they fill the round of the v\oiUl\ dignities, 
and feast with the god-*, exulting m Kudos And when 
the t.ilk is ovtr, each g(us his way, still flushed witli 
\anit) and admiration, still tr.iiling clouds of glory, 
each declines frcmi the height of his id* al oigiL, not in 
a moment, hut bv slow ck‘clcnsion I rt inc'niixr, in 
the of an afte*rnoon jieiloim.inc t, c'oniing foitli 

into the sunshine, m a beautiful green, gardened ccarner 
of a romanlie c ity, and as I sat and ^niokicl, the musie 
moving in mv blood, 1 seemed to sit Iheie and evajjorate 
The Flying Dutchman (for it was that I had bee*n he.ir- 
ing) with a wonderful sense of life, warmth, wellbeing 
and pride, and the noists of the nty, voices, hells and 
’jyyrching feet, fell together in ni) cars like a sjm- 
phonious orchestra In the same* wa>, the excitement 
of a good talk hves for a long while aftc*r in the blood, 
the heart still hot w*ithin you, the brain still simmering. 



94 lSrE>IORIES AND PORTRAITS 

and tiie plijsical c?.rtli swimming around }ou with the 
colours of tlu* sunset 

Natural talk, like ploughing, should tiiin up a large 
surf.Kc of life, ratlur than dig mines into gtologual 
strati Masses of cvjierienco, amulote, incident, < ros>s- 
lights, (juotation, liistoiiial instam ts, the whole flotsam 
and jetsam of two minds foiled in and in upon the 
nialtiT in hand fiom t\ei> point of the tom[)<iss, and 
from e\ery degiee of menial elevation and al».tsenie'nt— 
thtse aie the niatcrhil with which talk is lortifud, the 
food on wliuh tlu lalk^Ts thrive Sufh argument a"* is 
propel to the e\eiiist should still he hriei and seizing. 
Talk sliould piof^ed by instances, by the apposite, not 
the exposifon It should keep <losc along the lines of 
humanity, near the bosoms and businesses of men, at 
the level where history, fiction and experience inteiseet 
and illuminate each other I am I, and You aie You, 
with all mv heart, but lonceivc how these lean piopo- 
sitions chiingt ,md biighten when, instead of woids the 
actual >011 and I sit cheek by jowl, the spint housed in 
the live body, and the very clothes utleiing voices to 
corioboratt the story in the fare Not less mu prising is 
the change when we have off to speak of geneialities— 
the bad, the good, the miser, and all the characters of 
'rheof)hrastus—and call up other men, by anecdote or 
instance, in their very trick and feature, or trading on 
a common knowledge, toss each other famous names, 
still glowing with the Imcs of life. Communication is 
no longer by woids, but by the instancing of vvhW? 
biographies, epics, systems of philosophy, and epochs of 
history, in bulk. That w’hich is understood excels that 
which IS spoken m quantity and quality alike. ideas 
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thus figured and per'sonificd, changt hantls, as we may 
say, like com, and the speakers imply without effort 
the most obscure and intruate thoughts Strangers 
who ha\e a large common ground ot icading will, for 
this reason, come the sooner to the gmppic of genuine 
converse If they know Othello and Napoleon, C'oiisuclo 
and Clarissa Harlowe, Vautrin and Stcenie Sleenson, 
they can leave generalities and btgin at oner to speak 
by figiiies 

Conduct and ait are the tw'o sub)* * ts that anse most 
frequently and that embi.ui. th« widest range of facts 
A few pkasuies biar disi ussioii fo: then own sake, but 
only those which are m(»st soml or most radualb 
human, and even tlnst ^an only discussed among 
their devotees A letlinuahU is alwa)s welcome to 
the expert, whether m athletit-s, art or law, I have 
heaid the bust kind of talk on tei hiiii alitii s trom such 
lare and happy ptisons as both know and k)\e then 
business No human being evei s)).)kc of siencry for 
above two minults at a time, which makes me suspect 
we hear too mucli of it in litt ratiire "1 he weather is 
regarded as the very nadir and scofl of coinorsational 
topics And yet the weather, the draniatic (dement in 
scenery, is far more tractable in language, and far more 
human both in impoit and suggestion than the stable 
features of the landscape Sailors and shepherds, and 
the people generally of coast and mountain, talk well of 
il^ and it IS often excitingly presented in literature But 
the tendency of all living talk draws it back and back 
into the common focus of humanity. Talk is a creature 
of the street and market-place, feeding on gossip; and 

its last resort is still in a discussion on morals. 1 hat is 

r> 2 
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lh«* hnojr foTiii ol gossip, htron in Mituc of Jt<* high 
prettMisitms , hut still gossip, liccausc it turns on piT- 
sonuhtiLs You < an ki'p no min long, noi Scotfhmcn 
at .ill, olf mfiral oi llu'ologu.il disrussion '1 h se .iic 
to .ill the woihl v\hat l.iw is to l.iwvirs ihoj .'iic 
hod^'s tt Ihnu .alitiLs , tlic im<liuin through whuh .ill 
(onsidti liU, .and tlu dialut in iNhuh llu \ txpitss 
thc-ir piilgnu nts 1 km in tlir* i )<>inig nun »\ho N\alkcd 
togLtluT d.iil> for sonic ts\o months in .a solemn .md 
btaiiliful forest and in doiidUss siinmu r N\eathcr , d.'iily 
the} t.ilki'd NMtli iin.ah.ited /ist, .ind Mt si.uce w.indertd 
that A\holt till!'* l)i}ond two siibjuts theology and 
lo\e \nd ])t*ih.aps mither a court of ln\e nor .in 
assenihlv of divines would haM granted llu ir jircuiissus 
or wtkoined tlu n ( oni lusions 

('orulusion^ nulled, .ire not olicn readied by t.ilk 
an} moil th.in by piivali thinking I h.iL is not the* 
piofit 'I he* jiiofil IS 111 tlu exeieise*, and aboie all in 
the exiieritiue, for wlu'ii wc itason .it large on an} 
sullied, w'e lewiewiair state .and history in life hrom 
tunc to liiiu, howc\«r, ,ind sped.ill}, I think, in talking 
art, l.ilk bee oiiu's t fke tive, concjiieiing like* w.ir, ividening 
the boundaries tif knowledge like an exploiation A 
point arises, the fiutstion t.ike*s a piobleinatiral, a 
b.iffiing, }tt a hkel} an , the t.ilkers begin to tcel Inely 
prcsentmienrs of some conclusion near at hand , towards 
this the} strive with emulous ardour, e*ach by his own 
jAith, and siiuggling for first utteraiue, and then one 
leaps upon the sum nut of that matter with a shout, auS 
.ilmosl at the s.ime moment the other is beside him, 
and behold they are agreed Like enough, the progress 
IS illusory, a mere cats cradle having been wound and 
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un^\()iind out of words Uiit the s*eii'*o of loinl (lis« o\u v 
IS none tht less gulcl) Jind insimiting Anti m tlie life 
of the hilker mkIi Irminjihs, thnuL;h iiiii^'n.ny, »ne 
ncilhn few no» far apait , the\ are attained with sptid 
and pit asm 0 , in the hoiii of nmtii and In thi natuu 
of tlie process, ih(.y ale alw*iys worthih slKPed 

Tht 10 IS a (crtain alliludc, tondiative at out i and 
duftiential, ta^ti to fi.;ht yet nif»st a\er‘'e to tjiiairel, 
w'hith maiks out at oiu e the t.ilkahlo man It is not 
tloqucnce, not fairness, not ol)^tlna<^, hut a tejiain pio- 
poition of all (»f these that I lovt* it) i n« tiiinter in my 
aniirablc ad\'rsaries 'I'hey must not he pontiffs hold¬ 
ing dottniiL, hut huntsim n quisiiiiL; altii ilcnicnts of 
truth Neithei must they be bo\s to be irstiuded, 
but fcllow-Uachcrs with whom I nia) wianglu and agre<‘ 
on etpial terms We must reach somt' solution, some 
sliadow of Lonstnt, foi without that, eagn talk be- 
conus a toituie llui we do not wish lo lea^h it 
cheaply, or qiiukly, 01 without iht tu'-sle and cffoit 
wherein plcasuie lies 

Tht \u) best talkti.wjth me, is on( wlu)ni 1 ‘-hall 
call Spring Hot.I’d Jack 1 say so, because I never 
knew’ any one who mingled so large!) the possible in- 
gicdients of icmverse Iii the Spanisli pnntib, tlie 
fourth man necessary lo eompound a salad, is a madm.in 
to mi\ it Jack is that madman I know not whieh is 
more remarkable , the insane luc uhty of his ecmcliisions 
the humoioiis elcjcjiunc e of his language, or his pcjwer 
mctliod, bunging the whole of life into the focus of 
the subject tieated, mixing the conversati(»nal salad like 
a drunken god He doubles like the serpent, change-s 
and flashes like the shaken kaleidoscope, transmigrates 
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bodily into the views'of others, and so, in the twinkling 
of an eye and with a heady rapture, turns questions in¬ 
side out and llmgs them empty before you on the ground, 
like a triumphant conjuror It is my common practice 
when a piece of conduct pu/zles me, to attack it in the 
presence of jack with such grossness, such partiality and 
such weanng iteration, as at length shall spur him up in 
Its defence In a moment he transmigrates, dons the 
required character, and with moonstiuck philosophy 
justifies the act in question I can fancy nothing to 
compare with the vim of these impersonations, the strange 
scale of language, flying from Shakespeare to Kant, and 
from Kant to Major Dyngwcll— 

“ As fist as a niusiLiin scatters sounds 
< )iit of an iiistiiuiunt—” 


the sudden, sweejiing generalisations, the absurd irre¬ 
levant particulaiities, the wit, wisdom, folly, humour, 
eloquence and bathos, each startling in its kind, and 
yet all luminous in the admired disorder of their com¬ 
bination A l.ilktr of a different calibre, though be¬ 
longing to the same school, is Burly Burly is a man 
ofagieai piesence, he commands a larger atmosphere, 
givcvS the impression of a grosser mass of character than 
most men It has been said of him that his presence 
■could be felt in a room )ou entered blindfold; and the 
same, I think, has been said of other powreiful con¬ 
stitutions I ondeinned to much physical inaction There 
is something boisterous and piratic in Buily’s maniifiP*' 
of talk w’hich suits w^ell enough with this impression. 
He will roar vou down, he will bury his face in his 
hands, he w'lll undergo passions of revolt and agony; 
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and meanwhile his attitude t)f miftd is reallv both con- 
dilatory and receptive, and after Pistol has lietn out* 
Pistol’d, and the welkin rung for hours, )()ii begin to 
perceive a certain subsidese in these spimg lorients, 
points of agreement issue, and you end atm in arm, 
and m a glow of mutual admiialion 'Lhc out( ry only 
serves to make your final union the more unexpected 
and precious Throughout thtie has been perfect 
sincerity, peifect mtUligenee, a dtsire to liLai although 
not always to listen, and an unaflecUd eag*.rnesb to 
meet concessions You have*, with Hurl) none of 
the* dangeis that attend debate v\ith 'spring Heel’d 
Jack, who may at any moment tiiin his powers of 
transmigration on youiself, create* for you a view’ you 
never held, and then (uiiously fall on you for holding 
It. These, at least, arc iii) tw’O lavounte'-, .ind both 
are loud, copious, intolei.int talkeis 'Phis .iigiies that 
I myself am in the same ralcgorj , for if w'e love talking 
at all, we love a briglit, fi(*rce adversary, who will hold 
his ground, foot by foot, m much our own manner, sell 
his attention deaily, and give us our full nieisiire of tlie 
dust and exertion of battle Hoth these men can be 
beat from a position, but it takes six hours to do it; 
a high and hard adventuie, woith attempting With 
both you can pass days m an enchanted country of 
the mind, with people, scenery and manners of its 
own; live a lileapaif moie arduous, active and glowing 
than any real existence, and come forth again when 
^liM^talk IS over, as out of a theatre or a dieaiii, to find 
the east wind still blowing and the chimney-pots of 
the old battered city still around you Jack has the 
far finer mind, Burly the far more honest, Jack gives 
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us the aninuted poe/ry, Burly the romantic prose, of 
similar thtiues, tlie one j,lanrcs high like a meteor and 
makes a light in darkness, the other, with many chang¬ 
ing hues of fiK, bums at the sea-level, like a conQagra- 
tion; but both have the same humour and artislic 
interests, the same unqiienched ardour in j>ur-»uit, the 
same gusts of talk and thunderLlaps of contnidiction 
Cockshot ^ is a different ailitle, but \astU ontertam- 
uig, and has been meat and dunk to me for many a 
long evening llis manner is diy, brisk and perti- 
iiacimis, and the choice of woids not much The 
point about him is his extraordin.iry readiness and 
spirit Vou I an propound nothing but he has either 
a theorv about it ready-made, or wnll ha\e one instantly 
on the stocks, and proceed to lay its timbers and launch 
it in your presente **Let me sec,” he will say “Give 
me a moment I should have some theory for that ” 
A bhthei spectacle than the \igour with which he sets 
about the task, it were haid to fancy He is possessed 
by a demoniac energy, w'elding the elements for his 
life, and bending ideas, as an athlete bends a horse¬ 
shoe, with j \isible and li\ely effoit He has, m 
theorising, a compass, an art what 1 would call the 
synthetic gusto, something of a Herbert Spencer, who 
should see the fun of the thing You are not bound, 
and no more is he, to place your faith m these brand- 
new opinions But some of them are right enough, 
duntble even for life, and the poorest serve for a 
cock-sliy—^as when idle people, after picnics, floata^ 
bottle on a pond and have an hour’s diversion ere.it 
sinks. Whichev er they are, serious opinions or humours 

1 The late I leeining Jenkin» 
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of the moment, he still deftness his vc'iitures with 
indefatigable wit and spirit, hitting sav.igelv himself, 
but taking punishment like a man He knows and 
never foigols that people talk, first of all, foi the sake 
of talking, conducts hiiiiselt in the ring, to use the 
old slang, like a thorough “glutton,’’ and honestly en- 
jo)s a telling facer horn his advirsaiv ('ockshot 
bottled I'flei V cs< ency, the sworn ioe of sleep. Three* 
m-the-moining Cockshot, sajs a \utim His talk is 
like the driest of all imaginable dr\ Lluinpagnes 
Sleight of hand and inimitable (juickiiLss aiL the 
qualities by which he lives Alhelied, on the other 
hand, piosents you w'lth the spect.uk ut a sincere and 
somewhat slow nature thinking alrjiid He is the 
most umeady man 1 ever kn<*w fo shine in conv-'isa- 
tion. You may see him sonictimes wrestle witli a 
refractory jest for a minute or tw'u together, and jiei- 
haps fail to throw it m the end And then is some¬ 
thing smgulaih engaging, often inatrucLive, in the 
simplicity with which he thus exposes the process as 
well as the result, the works as well as tlie dial of the 
clock Withal he has his hours of inspiration Apt 
words come to him as if by accident, and, coming from 
deeper down, the> smack the more personally, the> have 
the more of fine old crusted humanit), ricli m sediment 
and humour There aic sajings ul his in which he has 
stamped himself into the verj gram ol the language, 
you would think he must liave worn the words next 
skin and slept with them Vet it is not as a sayer 
of particular good things that Atlu Ired is most to be 
regarded, rather as the stalwart wuodm.in of tliought. 
I have pulled on a light cord often * nough, while he 
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has been wielding broad-a\ej and between us, on 
this unequal division, many a specious fallacy has 
fallen 1 have known Jiim to battle the same question 
night after night foi yeais, keeping it in the leign of 
talk, constantly appl)ing it and re-applying it to life 
with humorous or grave intention, and all the while, 
never hurrying, nor flagging, nor taking an unfair ad¬ 
vantage of the facts Jack at a given moment, when 
aiising, as it weie, from the tripod, can he more radi¬ 
antly just to those from whom he dilTeis, hut then 
the tenor of his thoughts is even calumnious, while 
Athelred, sloivcr to foige e\cu&eb, is yet slower to con¬ 
demn, and Sits over the welter of the world, vacillating 
but still judii lal, and still faithfully contending with 
his doubts. 

Both the hist talkers deal much in points of conduct 
and religion studied m the “ dry light ” of prose. 
Indirectly and as if against his will the samt elements 
from time to time appear in the troubled and poetic 
talk of Opalstein His various and c\otic knowledge, 
complete although unready sympathies, and flue, full, 
discnmmative flow' of language, fit him out to be the 
best of talkers, so peihaps he is with some, not 
with m^—proxtme acc($ 5 tt^ I should say He sings the 
praises of the earth and the arts, flowers and jew'els, 
wine and music, in a moonlight, serenading manner, 
as to the light guitar, even w'lsdom comes from his 
tongue like singing, no one is, indeed, more tuneful 
in the upper notes But even while he sings the sonj(„p 
of the Sirens, he still hearkens to the barking of thj& 
Sphinx. Jarring Byronic notes interrupt the flow of 
hiS Horatian humours. His mirth has something of 
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the tragedy of the world for its pcyit-tual background; 

and he feasts like Don Giovanni to a double orLhc'itra, 

one lightly sounding foi the dance, one pealing Bctlh(n cn 

in the distance He is not truly reconciled eithci with 

life or with hnnseli, and this instant wai in his mi'inheis 

sometimes divides the man’s atttntiun lie does not 

* 

always, perhaps not often, frankly surrender himself in 
conversation. He brings into tin talk othei thoughts 
than those which he expresses, you are (onsi lous that 
he keeps an eye on something else, that he docs not 
shake off the world, nor quite forget himself Hence 
anse occasional disappointments, even an occasional 
unfairness for his companions, whc) find themselves 
one day giving too much, and the next, when they are 
wary out of season, giving pelhap^ loo little Purccl 
is in another class from any I have mentioned He 
is no debater, but appears in conversation, as occasion 
rises, m two distinct characters, one of wdiich I admire 
and fear, and the othei love. In tlie first, he is radiantly 
civil and rather silent, sits on a high, couitly hilltop, 
and from that vantage-ground diops >ou his remarks 
like favours He seems not to shaie in our sublunary 
contentions, he wears no sign of interest, when on a 
sudden there falls in a crystal of wit, so polished that 
the dull do not perceive it, but so right that the sensitive 
are silenced. True talk should have more body and 
blood, should be louder, vainer and more declaratory 
of the man, the true talker should not hold so steady 
pfj^vantage over whom he speaks with, and that is 
one reason out of a score why I prefer my Parcel in 
his second character, when he unbends into a strain of 
graceful gossip, singing like the fireside kettle. In 
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these moods he has an elegant homeliness that rings 
of the true Queen Anne I know another person who 
attains, in his moments, to the insolence of a Restora¬ 
tion comedy, speaking, 1 declare, as Congreve A^iote, 
but that IS a sport of nature, and scarce falls under 
the lubiic, for there is none, alas i to give him answer. 

One last lemark occurs It is the mark of genuine 
<onversation that the sayings can scaice be (luoted with 
their lull eflect bcyon<l the ciicle of common friends 
I'o have their pioper weight they should appear in a 
biography, and with the portrait of the speaker Good 
talk IS dramatic , it is like an impromptu piece of acting 
where each should lepresent himself to the greatest ad¬ 
vantage , and that is the best kind of talk where each 
speaker is mc*st full) and candidly himself, and where, 
it you w’ere to shift the speeches round from one to 
anolluT, there would be the greatest loss in signihcance 
and perspii uity It is for this reason that talk depends 
so wholl) on our company We should like to introduce 
I'alstatf and Men.utio, or Kalslaff and Sir Toby, but 
Falstalf in talk wiih Cordelia seems even painful. Most 
of us, b) the Protean quality of man, can talk to some 
degree with, all, but the tiue talk, that stiikcs out all 
the slumbering best of us, conies only with the peculur 
brethren of oui spirits, is founded as deep as love in the 
constitution of our being, and is a thing to relish with 
all our energy while )et W'e have it, and to be grateful 
loi for ever. 
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In the last pajur theie ^\as poihaps too much about 
mere debate j and there was nothing said at all about 
that kind of talk which is mcicl) luminous and lestful, 
.1 higliei power of silence, the (juict of the t \ening shared 
by ruminating friends There is soiiil thing, aside fiom 
personal preference, to he alligcd in support ot this 
omission Those who are no chimney-coint u ts, who 
rejoice in the social thundeisioim, ha\e a giound in 
reason foi their choice They get little u st indeed, 
but restfulness is a quality for cattle, the mi lues aie all 
active, life is alert, and it is in repose that men prepare 
themselves for evil On the other hand, tin y aie biuised 
into a knowledge of themselves and others, the\ have 
in a high dtgiee* the fencer’s pleasure in dexterity dis¬ 
played and proved, what they get they get upon life’s 
terms, paying for it as they go, and ome the talk is 
launched, they are assured of honest dialing from an 
adversary eager like themselves The ubonginal man 
within us, the cave-dweller, still lusty as when he fought 
tooth and nail for roots and berries, scents this kind of 
equal battle from afar, it is like his old prim:eval days 

1 This sequel was called fuith by an excellent atlKle in Th^ 
Spectatot 
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uf)on the crags, a return to the sincerity of savage life 
Irom the comfortable fictions of the civilised And if it > 
be delightful to the Old Man, it is none the less pro¬ 
fitable to his younger brother, the conscientious gentle¬ 
man. 1 feel never quite sure of your urbane and smiling 
coteries, 1 fear they indulge a man’s vanities in silence, 
suffer him to encroach, encourage him on to be an ass, 
and send him forth again, not merely contemned for the 
moment, but radically more contemptible than when he 
entered liut if I have a flushed, blustering fellow for 
my op|K)site, bent on carrying a point, my vanity is sure 
to have its ears rubbed, once at least, in the course of 
the debate He will not spare me when we differ; he 
will not fear to demonstrate iny folly to my face 
For many natuies there is not much charm in the 
still, chambered society, the circle of bliind counten¬ 
ances, the digestive silence, the admired remark, the 
flutter of affectionate appro\al They demand more 
atmosphere and exercise, “a gale upon then spirits,'* 
as our pious ancestors would phrase it, to have their 
wits well breathed m an uproanous Valhalla And I 
suspect that the choice, given their character and faults, 
IS one to De defended. The purely wise are silenced by 
facts, they talk in a clear atmosphere, problems lying 
around them like a view in nature, if they can be shown 
to be somewhat in the wrong, they digest the reproof 
like a thrashing, and make better intellectual blood. 
They stand corrected by a whisper, a word or a glance 
reminds them of the great eternal law. But it is noimst 
with alL Others in conversation seek rather contact 
with their fellow-men than increase of knowledge or 
clanty of thought The drama, not the philosophy, of 
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life IS the spheie of their intellectaal activity Even 
#when they pursue tiuth, they desue as much as possible 
of what YiC may call human scen(*ry along the road they 
follow. They d\Nell m the heart of life the blood 
sounding in their ears, their eyes la>ing hold of what 
delights them with a brutal avidity that makes them 
blind to all besides, their interest riveted on people, 
living, loving, talking, tangible people 'I'o a man of 
this description, the sphere of argument seems very 
pale and gho^-tly Ry a strong expression, a pcitiirbcd 
countenance, floods of tcais, an insult which his con¬ 
science obliges him to swalloiv, he is brought round to 
knowledge which no syllogism w’ould ha\ c conveyed to 
him His own expenenre is so Mvid, he is so super¬ 
latively conscious of himself, that if, day after day, he 
is allowed to hector and hoar nothing but appioving 
echoes, he will lose his hold on the soberness of things 
and take himself in cainest for a god Talk might be 
to such an one the very way of moral i inn , the school 
where he might learn to be at once intolerable and 
ridiculous 

This character is perhaps commoner than philoso¬ 
phers suppose. And for persons of that stamp to harn 
much by conversation, they must speak with their 
superiors, not in intellect, for that is a suptnonty that 
must be proved, but in station If the) caniK^t find a 
friend to bully them foi their good, they must find either 
an old man, a woman, or some one so far below them 
artificial ordei of society, that courtesy may be 
particularly exercised. 

The best teachers are the aged To the old our 
mouths are always partly closed, we must swallow our 
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obvious rctoits and listen They sit above oui heads, 
on life’s raised dais, and appeal at onte to our respect' 
and pity A flavour of the old school, .i touch of some¬ 
thing diffeient in their mannci--\\liu h is frcei and 
roundel, if the) eomc of\\h.it is lalltd a gocjd famil}, 
and cjft(*n more timid and piecise if they arc of the 
middle class—selves, m these days, to accentuate the 
diflertnie ot age and ad<l a distinction to gray hairs 
But their su])eiioiity is founded more deeply than by 
outward marks ()r gestuics They aic bcfcjrc us m the 
maKh of man , they have more oi less solved the irking 
problem , they have battled thuiugh the ec^uinox of 
life in good and e\il they have held their couisc, and 
now, without open shame, they near the ciown and 
harbour It may be w'e have been struck with one of 
fortune’s darts , w'e can stcarce be civil, so cruelly is our 
spiiit tossed Yet long before we were so much as 
thought mion, the like calamity Ixfll the old man or 
woman that now, with pleasant humour, rallies us upcm 
our inattention, silting composed in the holy ev’ening of 
man’s life, in the* cltai shining after ram We grow 
ashamed of oui distiesscs, new and hot and coarse, like , 
villainous loadsidc brandy, we sec life in aerial perspec¬ 
tive, under the heavens of faith , and out of the worst, 
in the mere piesence of contented ciders, locjk foiward 
and take patience Fear shrinks before them “like a 
thing repiovcd,” not the flitting and ineflectual feai of 
death, but the instant, dwelling terror of the responsi¬ 
bilities and levenges of life Their speech, inddSB^s 
timid, they report lions m the path; they counsel a 
meticulous footing, but their serene, marred faces are 
more elocjuent and tell another story Where they have 
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pone, we will go also, not very gfcath ff.aring, what 
^ they have onduied unhiokcn, wc also, (lod helping ns, 
will make a shift to btar 

Not only IS the piosince of the aged in itself remedial, 
but their minds aic stored with antuhiUs, wisdom’s 
simples, pi,nil considenitKins ovorloi )ked by) oiith I he> 
have matter to communic.ate, be the> ntiei so stupid 
Their talk is not merely htciature, it is gieal htiTaUiie, 
classic in viilue of the speakci’s detachment, stuilch'd, 
like d book of travel, with things wt should luit oihei- 
wise have learnt In virtue, 1 have ^aid, of the speaker’s 
detachment,—and this is wh}, of two old men, the one 
who IS not youi father speaks to joii with the iiioie 
sensible .authority , for 111 tht paternal relation the oldest 
have lively interests and rem.iin still voting Thus 1 
have know'n two young men great frunds, ei^h swore 
by the other’s father, the father of each swoie h\ the 
other lad, and yet each pair of parent and child weie 
perpetually by the e.ais 'I his is typical it leads like* 
the germ of some* kindh comedy 

The old appear in conversation in two c liaracters 
, the criticall) snent and the ganulous anudotn J he 
last IS perhaps v\hal we look for, it is perhaps the more 
instructiv*e An old gentleman, well on m )uits, sits 
handsomely and naturallv in the hcjw-window of his age, 
scanning experience with reverted eye , and elm ping 
and smiling, communicates the act idents and rc adb the 
lesson of his long career Opinions aie strengthened, 
incleed, but they are also weeded out in the couise of 
} ears What remains steadily present to the e) e of the 
retired veteran in his hermitage, what still ministers to 
his content, what still quic kens his old honest heart— 
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these are ‘Hhe rcil long-lived things” that Whitman 
tells us to prefer Where jouth agrees with age, not^' 
^here they differ, wisdom lies, and it is \vhen the young 
disciple finds his heart to beat in tune with his gray- 
bearded tcachci’s that a lesson may be learned I have 
known one old gentleman, whom I may name, for he is 
now gathered to his stork—Robert Hunter, Sheriff of 
Dumbaiton, and author of an excellent law-book still 
re-edited and lepuhlished Wliether he was originally 
big oi little IS more than I can guess W'hen I knew 
him he w'as all fallen away and fallen in, crooked and 
shrunken, buckled into a stiff waistcoat for support, 
troubled by ailments, which kept him hobbling in and 
out of the room, one foot gouty, a wig for decency, not 
for deception, on his head, close shaved, except under 
his chin—and for that he never failed tu oologise, for 
It went soic against the traditions of his life Vou can 
imagine how he would faie in a novel by Miss Mather, 
)et this rag of a Chelsea veteran lived to his last yejr 
in the plenitude of all that is best in rnati, brimming 
wnth human kindness, and staum h as a Roman soldier 
under his manifold infirmities You could riot say thar 
he had lost his momoiy, for he would repeat Shakespeare 
and Webster and Jeremy 1 'ayloi and ]iurke by the page 
togethei , but the parchment was filled up, there was 
no room for fresh inscriptions, and he was capable of 
repeating the same anecdote on many successive visits. 
His voice survived in its full power, and he took a pnde 
in using it. On his last voyage as Commissioil?^of 
Lighthouses, he hailed a ship at sea and made himself 
clearly audible without a speaking trumpet, ruffling the 
while with a proper vanity m his achievement. He 
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bad a habit of tking out his with intoringalive 

hems, which was pu//lini( and a little weansonu. suited 
ill with his appealaiK i, anti set med a survn.il fiom some 
former hinge of bodilv portliness Of >on*, when hi was 
a gieat pedcstruui and no tiiein\ to good t lai« t, he may 
have pointt d w ith these-minute guns his alloriitions to 
the bench His humour was potfoctlv Cipi.ible, s< t be 
)unti the reach of fate, gout, rheumatism, stone and 
gia\d might have combined then fortes against that 
frail tabcrnatle, but when I t.imo loiiiul on Sunday 
evening, he would lay asiclt Jcreinv ra}lor'> 1 tU of 
Chrtst and greet me with the same opt n brow, the same 
Lind foimality of maiini i His tjpnnons anti s\m]uthies 
ciabd the- man almost to a decade He had In gun hie, 
under his mother's inlluence, as an admirei of juriius, 
but on niaturcr knowledge had traiisfcirtd his admiiatum 
to IJa’'ke Hl .iutiontd me, with tntue giaMt\, to be 
Mini tihoiis in wrong Faighsh never to ftagtt that I 
w IS a Scotchman, that Lnglish was a lortign tongue, 
a* I »hat if I attempted the t'olloquial, I slumld certainly 
- shtnied die remark wms apposite, I suppose, in the 
s ot L'l^id Hume vSe'ott w’ds too newrlorhmi, he 
ua»i k'lov.m Lhc author - Lnown him, too, foi a Tory, 
and to the genuine rlassk a contempoiary is always 
something of a trouble Ht had tlic old, serious lo\e 
of the play ; had even, as hi w’as proud to tell, played a 
certain part in the histoiy of Shakespeaiian levivals, for 
he had successfully pressed on Murra), of the old Edin' 
biivfh Theatre, the idea of producing Shakespeare’s fairy 
pieces with great scenic displa) A moderate in le- 
hgion, he was much struck in the last years of his life by 
a conversation w'lth two >oung lads, revivalists ** H’m,” 
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he V ould siiN - iiew to me I ha\e had—h’m—no such 
experience” It struck him, not with pain, lathei ^\ith 
a solemn philosophic interest, that he, a Christian as 
he liojK'd, and a Christian of so old a standing, should 
hear these young fello\\s talking of his own subject, his 
own weapons that he had fought the battle of life with, 
--“and 'h'm-not understand” In this wise and 
graceful altitude he did justice to himself and others, re- 
jiosed unshaken in his old beliefs, and recognised their 
limits without angt r or alarm His last recorded reinaik, 
on the last night of his lite, w'as after he had been aiguing 
against ( ahimsm with his minister and was interiupted by 
an intokrable pang “Aftei all,” he said, “of all the 
isms, 1 know' none so bad as iheumatism ” M> own last 
sight of him was some time before, when w'e dined 
together at an inn, he had been on ciriuil, for he stuck 
to bis duties like a chief pari of his exislenre, and I 
lemcmbcr it as the onl} occasion on W'hich he e\er soiled 
his lips with slang ~a thing he loathed We were both 
Roberts, and as we took oui jilaces at table, he ad¬ 
dressed me with a twinkle “We aie just vhat >ou 
would call two bob” He offcied me poit, 1 remembcT, 
as the pioper milk of jouth, spoke of “ twenty-shilling 
notes”, and thioughout the meal was full of old-world 
pleasantry and quaintncss, like an ancient boy on a 
holiday Put what I recall chiefly was his confession 
that he had nevei read Othtllo to an end. Shakespeare 
was his continual study He loved nothing better than 
to display his knowledge and memory by adduilBg 
parallel passages from Shakespeare, passages w'here the 
same word was employed, or the same idea differently 
treated But Othelio had beaten him. “That noble 
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pontleman and that noblt; lady—li’m—too painful f(jr 
• nui” 'I he same night the hoardings were ro\Lred witn 
posteis, “Ruilesqiie of Othelloy^ and the (ontrast bla/ed 
up in my mind hke a bonfire. An nnforg(,tt.ihle look 
It gave me into that kind man’s soul His a« quaintance 
was indeed a liberal and pious education All the 
humanities were taught in that bare dinmg-room b( side 
his gouty footstool He >\as a pict e of good advu e , 
he was himself the instance that pointed and adorned 
Ills sarious talk Nor could a >oung man ha\e found 
clscwheie a place so set apart from en\), fear, discontent, 
OT any of tlie jiassions that debase , a life so honest and 
tomposed, a soul like an ancitnt Molm, so subdued 
tf) harmony, resjionding to a touch in niusu —as in that 
diiung-iooin, with Mi Hunter < halting at the elesenth 
hour, under the shadow of cUniity, Jeaili ss and gentle 
The second cl.iss of old people arc not anecdotic, 
thej are ralhci he.irers than talkcis, hsltning to the 
3 f‘ung with an amused and critical attention 'J’o ha\e 
this sort of intercourse to peifei'lion, 1 think wc must 
go to old ladies. Women aie better heaieis than nun, 
to begin with, Ihey learn, I fear ip anguisli, to bear 
with the tedious and infantile \anity of the other sex, 
and we will take more from a woman than c^en from 
the oldest man in the way of biting comment Biting 
comment is the chief part, w'hetliei for profit oi amuse¬ 
ment, in this business The old lady liiat 1 liave in 
my eye is a very caustic speaker, her tongue, after years 
of *^«ictice, in absolute command, whcthci foi silence 
or attack If she chance to dislike you, )ou will be 
tempted to curse the malignity of age But if you 
chance to please e\en slightly, you wnll be listened to 
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with a jiarticular la'iighing grace of s)mi)athy, and from 
timt to time chastised, as if in play, with a parasol as' 
htav} ns a pole-axe It rcqiuieb a singular art, as 
well as the vantage-ground of age, to deal these stun¬ 
ning corrections among the coxcombs of the young. 
The pill IS disguised m siig.ii of wit, it is administcied 
as a conijilinient—if you had not pleased, \ou would not 
have been censured, it is a peisonal affaii—a b^phen, 
a tnrif ifufNOft, between you and }our (cnsoi, age’s 
philandering, for her jileasuro and your good. In¬ 
contestably the )oung man feels vciy miub of a fool, 
but he must be a perfect Malvoho, sick with self-love, 
if he cannot take an open buffet and still smile 'Ihe 
collection of silence is what kills, when you know 
you have tiansgrcssed, and your friend says nothing 
and axoid'* >oui eye If a man were made of gutta¬ 
percha, his heart w’ould quail at such a moment. P>ut 
when the w^ord is out, the worst is over, and a fellow' 
with any good-humour at all may pass through a per¬ 
fect hail of w’ltty ciiticisin, every bare place on his soul 
hit to the quick with a shrewd missile, and reappear, as 
if after a dive, tingling with a fine moral reaction, and 
ready, with a shrinking readiness, one-third loath, for a 
repetition of the discipline 

There are few W'omen, not well sunned and ripened, 
and perhaps toughened, who can thus stand apart 
from a man and say the true thing with a kind of 
genial cruelty Still there are some—and I doubt if 
there be any man who can return the compIi9ffl!nt 
The^class of man represented by Vernon Whitfor'd in 
TAe Egoist says, indeed, the true thing, but he says it 
s^ockishly Vernon is a noble fellow, and makes, by the 
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way, a noble and mstiuctuc contrast l<> 1 )anicl IH mnda, 
•his conduct IS the condiuL of a man of lionrnir, but 
we agree with him, against om consciemes, when he 
remorsefully consukis “its astonishing (Inm *' He 
IS the best of men, but the best ot wonuu manage to 
combine all that and -soinctliing more 'Iluir ver> 
faults assist them, they aie helped lmmi b) tin* Lise 
ness of their position m life They tan ictire intt) the 
fortified tamp of the pioprieties 'I'he) can tout b a 
subject and siippuss it The most adioit liiiiiIo} a 
somewhat tlaboiate leseive as a means to bt bank, 
much as they wear gloves when they shake hands 
liut a man has the full responsibility of his futdoni, 
cannot evade a question, can scarct be siknf w'lthoul 
rudeness, must answer for his woids upon tlie moment, 
and is not seldom left face to face with a damning 
choice, between the more or less dishonourable wiiggling 
ot Deronda and the downright wootlennt*ss of Vt'inoii 
Whitford 

But the supeiiority of w'omen is pcrjietually menad’d, 
they do not sit throned on mfirimiic'i like the old, 
they are suitors as well as sovereigns, tin 11 vanity is 
engaged, their affections’ are too apt to follow and 
hence much of the talk between the sexes degcnei.ites 
into something unworthy of the name The desire to 
please, to shine with a certain softness of lustre and to 
draw a fascinating picture of ont self, banishes from 
conversation all that is steiling and most of what is 
husMous As soon as a stiong current of mutual 
admiration begins to flow, the human interest triumphs 
entirely over the intellectual, and the commeice of 
words, consciously or not, becomes secondaiy to the 
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commercing of t3^s Tiut e\en where this ridiculous 
danger is avoided, and a man and woman conversr? 
eciually and honcstlv, something in Iheir nature or 
their edm ation falsifies the stiain An inslinit prompts 
them to agiee , and where that is imptAsible, to agiee 
to differ Should the> neglect the warning, at the first 
suspiiion of an argiimenl, the) find themselves m dif- 
feient htinispheies About any point of business or 
conduct, any actual affaii demanding settlement, a 
woman will speak and listen, hear and answer argu¬ 
ments, not only with natural wisdom, but with Candour 
and logical honest) Put il the sutiject of debate be 
something in the air, an abstiaction, an excuse for talk, 
a logical Aunt Sally, then may the male debater in¬ 
stantly abandon hojie , he may em])k>y reason, adduce 
facts, be sui>plo, be smiling, bt angr), all shall avail 
him nothing , what the woman said first, that (unless 
she has foigottcm it) she will repeat at the end Hence, 
at the very junctures when a talk between men grows 
brighter and quicker and begins to pioniise to bear 
fruit, talk between the sexes is menaced with dissolution 
The point of difference, the point of interest, is evaded 
bv the brilliant woman, under a shower of irrelevant 
Ionversatmnal rockets, it is budged by the discreet 
woman with a rustle of silk, as she passes smoothly 
forwaid to the nearest point of safety And this sort 
of prestidigitation, juggling the d.ingerous topic out of 
sight until It can be reintroduced with safety in an 
altered shape, is a piece of tactics among 
drawing-room queens. 

The drawingroom is, indeed, an artificial place, it is 
so by oui choice and for our sms The subjection of 



TALK AND TALKKR^ n; 

women, the idtal imi)<)s(-d upon fliein lioni the cradle, 
and worn, like a hair shirt, ^Mth so iiiudi (oiistancy, 
their motherl), <sUperior lnulorness to man’s \aiiit) and 
sclf-iinportance , their managing arts--the arts of a 
civilised sla\e among good-n.itiircd haihan.ins aie all 
painful ingiedients and all help to lalsif) idations It 
IS not till we gc-t dear of that amusing aitifuial scent 
th.il genuine rdation-. aie founded, oi ideas honeiily 
compaied In the garden, on tin load oi the hillside, 
oi /(te-d-ii'/c and apart fioin inU iruptions, oc'casions arise 
when'we may learn much liom an v single wcjtiian , and 
nowheio more often than in in lined life Mariiage 
is one long con\c*rsation, diLqiiLitd hy dis[)Utes The 
di SI lutes are valueless, they hut ingi.un the dilfernice, 
the heroic heart of woman piompling her at onee to 
nail her colours to the mast But in the intervals, 
almost unconsciously and with no desire to shim, the 
whole material of life is turned over and over, ideas 
are struck out and shared, the two jursons nioie and 
more adapt their notions one to suit the othci, and in 
proeess of time, without sound ol tiumpet, they c onduct 
each other into new worlds cjf tlicjught 
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The civilisation, the manneis, and the murals of dog- 
kind uie to a great evtent subordinated to those of his 
ancestial masUr, man 'Phis animal, m many \vays so 
supmor, has acii'iited a position of inferiority, shares 
the domistic life, and huinouis the caprices of the 
tyrant 15ut the potentate, like the iiiilish in India, 
] pays small legard to the chaiacter of his willing client, 

‘ judges him with listless glances, and condemns him in 
a byword Listless ha\e been the looks of his admireis, 
who have exhausted idle tiTins of praise, and buried 
the p(Jor soul below exaggerations And yet moie idle 
and, if jiossible, more unintelligent has been the attitude 
of his expiess detractors, those who are very fond of 
dogs “but in their proper place”, who say “poo’ 
fellow, poo’ hllow,” and are themselves far pooler, 
who whet the knife of the vivisectionist or heat his 
oven; who are not ashamed to admire “the creature’s 
instinct”, and fljing far beyond folly, have dared to 
resuscitate the theory of animal machines The “ dog’s 
instinct ” and the “ automaton-dog,” in this age of psy¬ 
chology and science, sound like strange anachromsms. 
An automaton he certainly is; a machine workin|jU[ii- 
dependently of his control, the heart, like the mill-wheel> 
keeping all in motion, and the consciousness, like, a 
person shut in the mill gairet, enjoying the view out of 
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, the wmdow and shaken by the thunder of the stones, 
an automaton in one comer of which a livinq spint is 
confined: an automaton like man Instinct again he 
certainly pos'csses Inherited aptitudes au his, in 
hented frailties Some .things he at once Mews and 
understands, as though he were awakened fiom a sleep, 
as though he came “ trailing clouds of glory ” Hut 
wuth him, as with man, the field of iiistimt is liimttd, 
Its utlciances are obscure and ot casional, and about 
the lar laiger pait of life both the dog and his master 
must conduct their steps by deduction and obseivation 
The leading distinction botw'cen dog and man, after 
and perhaps befoie the diflerent duration of ihen lives, 
IS that the one can speak and lhar the other cannot 
The absence of the power of sjieeth confines the dog in 
the development of his intellect It hinders him fiom 
many speculations, for w'ords aie the beginning of meta- 
ph}sic At the same blow it saves him from many 
superstitions, and his silence has won for him a highei 
name for virtue than his conduct justifies The faults 
of the dog are many He is vainer than man, singulail) 
greedy of notice singularly intolerant of ridicule, sus 
picious like the deaf, jealous to the degree of fien/y, 
and radically devoid of truth I'he day of an intelli¬ 
gent small dog is passed in the manufacture and the 
labonous communication of falsehood, he lies with his 
tail, he lies with his eye, he lies with his protesting 
paw :,^ud when he rattles his dish or scratches at the 
door his purpose is other than appears But he has 
some apology to offer for the vice. Many of the signs 
which form his dialect have come to bear an arbitrary 
meaning,, clearly understood both by his master and 
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himself, yet when a new want arises he must either^ 
invent a new \ehicle of meaning or wiest an old one to 
a difitrent purpose, and this necessity frequently re¬ 
curring must tend to lessen his idea of the sanctity of 
symbols Me.inwdiile the dog is dear m his own con- 
SLience, and diaws, with a human nu ety, the distinction 
between formal and essential truth ()1 his punning 
peivcisions, his kgitimale dtxteriiy wuth s}mb()ls, he is 
even vain, but wlien he has told and lieui detected in 
a he, then, is not a hair upon his hodv but (onfesses 
guilt. To a dog of geiUlemanU feeling theft and false¬ 
hood are disgia((‘ful vices Ihc canine, like the human, 
geiitlcm.in demands in 1ns misdemeanours Montaigne’s 
“ye* snii ipioi dc ^t'fitreux'^ He is never more than 
half ashamed of having barked oi bitten , and for those 
faults into which he has been led by the desire to shine 
befort a lady of his rate, he retains, evtn undei physical 
coirection, a share of piide Hut to be eaught lying, if 
he understands jt, instantly uncurls his fleece 

Just as among dull obseivcrs he preserves a name for 
truth, the dog has been credited with modesty It is 
ani<i/mg liow the use of language blunts the faculties of 
man - that because vain gloiy finds no vent in words, 
cre.ilurcs supplied with eyes have been unable to dete*et 
a fault so gloss and obvious If a smalV spoiled dog 
were suddenly to be endowed with &i)eech, he would 
prate inteiminably, and still about himself, when we 
had friends, we should be forced to lock him in a 
garret, and what w'lth his whining jealousies and his 
foible for falsehood, in a year’s time he would have 
gone far to weary out our love I was about to compare 
him lo Sir Willoughby Patterne, but the Pattemes have 
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a manlier sense of thtMr own niciits , and tlie ]uialkl, 
besides, is ready H.ins Chiistian Andcistn, as we 
liebold him in his slarthn^^ memoirs, ihnlling iiom top 
to toe with an turiuiating ^anIty, and scouting c\tn 
along llie stieet for shadow's of oikm e—hen was the 
talking dog 

It IS just this rage for < onsideiation that has l)etia>ed 
the dog into his satellite jiosition as tlu fiitnd of man 
'I'he (at, an animal of franker aj>pttites, [iiesirves his 
mdep< ndciKt Rut the dog. w'lth out (\t cici on the 
aiidienct, has linn wheedh d into slaMiv, .ind piaiscd 
and patted into the renimcialion of his nature Onte 
he ceased hunting and hecaine man’s plate-li( ki r, the 
Riibieon w'as crossed Th( nretoith li- was a gi ntk nian 
of leisun*, and except the few whom we ketp working, 
the whole race grewv moie and more self-c(»nsrious, 
niaiiiurcd and affected “^The numbei of things that a 
sm»dl dog does natural!) is stiaiigc'ly small Enjoying 
better spiiits and not crushed under niateri.d (aies he is 
far more theatrical than axerage man His whole lift, 
if he be a dog of an) pretension fo gall.mtiy, is spent in 
a vain show, and in the hot pin suit of admiration. 
Take out your puppy foi a walk, and )oii will lind the 
little ball of fur ciums), stupid, bewildered, but natural 
Let but a few months pass, and when you repeat the 
process you will find nature buned m (^invention. He 
will do nothing plainly, but the simjilest processes of 
our material life will all be bent into the forms of an 
elabS^alc and m)Steiious etiquette Instinct, sa)s the 
fool, has awakened But it is not so borne dogs— 
some, at the very least—if they be kept separate from 
others, remain quite natural, and these, when at length 
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they meet with a companion of experience, apd have the 
game explained to them, distinguish themselves by the 
seventy of Ihcir devotion to its rules I wish I were 
allowed to tell a story which w'ould radiantly illuminate 
the point, but men, like dogs, have an el.iborate and 
mysteiious etKiuctte It is tluir bond of sympathy that 
both are the childien of roiut ntirai 

The person, man or dog, who has a < onscience is 
eternally condemned to some degiee of humbug, the 
sense of the law in their members fatally piccipitates 
either towards a fio/en and affei ted bearing And the 
converse is true, and m the elaboiate and consciou'. 
manncis ol the dog, moial opinions and the love of the 
ideal stand confessed To follow for ten minutes in the 
street some swaggering, <anmc cavalier, is to receive a 
lesson in dramatic ait and the cultured conduct of the 
body, in every act and gestuie you sec him true to a re¬ 
fined conception, and the dullest cur, beliolding him, 
pricks up Ins car and proceeds to mutate and parody 
that charming ease Koi to be a high-mannered and 
high-minded gentleman, caicless, affable, and gay, is the 
inborn pretension of the dog The large dog, so much 
lazier, so much moie weighed upon with matter, so 
majestic in repose, so beautiful m effort, i^ born with the 
dramatic means to wholly represent the part And it is 
more pathetic and perhaps more instructive to consider 
the small dog m his conscientious and imperfect efforts 
to outdo Sir Phihp Sidney For the ideal of the dog is 
feudal and religious, the ever-piesent polytheism, the 
whip-beanng Olympus of mankind, rules them on the 
one hand; on the other, their singular difference of size 
and strength among themselves effectually prevents the 
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appearance of the democratic ncftion Oi we 
more exactly compare then society to the curious spec¬ 
tacle presented by a school—ushers, monitois, and big 
and little boys—qualified by one cir< iimstance, the in¬ 
troduction of the other sc\ In each, Nae sliould obseivc 
a somewhat similar tcrtsion of niannei, and somewhat 
similar points of honour In each the larger animal 
keeps a contemptuous good humour , in e.u h the smaller 
tinnoys him with wasi>-Iike impudonc0, c( rtain of prac¬ 
tical imniiinity, in each we shall find a double life* pio- 
duciifg double characters, and an evtursive and noisy 
heroism combined with a fair amount of piactical 
timidity I have known dogs, and I ha\e known school 
heroes that, set aside the fur, could hardly h.ive been 
told apart, and if we desiic to understand the chivalry 
of old, we must turn to the school playfulds or the 
(lungheap wheic the dogs aic trooping 

Woman, with the dog, has been long enfianrhised 
Incessant massacre of female innocents has changed the 
projiortions of the sexes and perverted their relations^ 
'1 hus, when we regard the rnanne rs of the dog, we see 
a romantic and monogamous animal, once perhaps as 
delicate as the cat, at war w'lth im]}Ossible conditions. 
Man has much to answer for, and the part he plays is- 
yet more damnable and parlous than Conn’s in the eyes, 
of Touchstone. But his intervention has at least created 
an inipenal- situation for the rare surviving ladies. In 
that society they reign without a rival conscious 
qu^His, and in the only instance of a canine wife-beater 
that has ever fallen under my notice, the criminal was 
somewhat excused by the circumstances of his story. 
He is a little, very alert, well-bred, intelligent Skye, as 
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black as a hal, with'a wet bramble for a nose and two 
cairngorms loi eyes 'J'o the human observer, he is 
decidcill) well-looking, but to the ladies of his race he 
seems ablioiKnl A thorough elaborate gentleman, of 
the plume and swoid-knot ordti, he was born wiih a 
nue sense of gallantry to women He took at their 
hands the most outrageous tiealment, I have he.ird him 
bleating like a sheep, 1 have seen him streaming blood, 
and his ear tattered like a regimental banner, and yet 
he would s< orn to iii.ike icprisals Nay more, when a 
human lad) ujiraiscd the < ontumelious winp against the 
\ery damt who had been so cruell) misusing him, my 
little great he.iit ga\e but one hoarse cry and fell upon 
the t\raiit tooth and nail Ihis is the tale of a soul’s 
traged) After three years of unavailing chivalry, he 
suddenly, in one hour, threw off the yoke of obligation, 
had he been Shakespeare he would then have written 
Trtnius and Cresstda to biand the oifendmg sex, but 
being only a little dog, ho began to bite them The 
siiipii'se of the ladies whom he attacked indicated the 
monstrosity of his offence, but he had faiily beaten off 
his better angel, tairly rommittcd moral suicide, for 
almost in the same hour, throwing aside the last rags of 
decency, he proceeded to attaek the agc'd also The 
fact is worth icniaik, showing, as it does, that ethical 
Jaw’s aie common both to dogs and men , and that with 
both a single dehbeiatc' violation of the conscience 
loosens all “ But while the lamp holds on to burn,” 
says the paraphrase, “the gieatest sinner may retflm” 
J have been cheeicd to see symptoms of effectual 
penitence m uiy sweet ruffian, and by the handling that 
he accepted uncomplainingly the other day from an 
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indignant fan one, I begin to ho})e«the period of Siium 
and is closed 

tliese little gentlemen are subtle casuists The 
duty to the female dog is ])lain, but \^hele (ompetmg 
duties use, do\Mi they smII sit and stud) them out, likt‘ 
Jesuit cunfcssois I knew another little '^kye, soniowhat 
plain in manner and appearance, but a ( reatiiie < ompat t 
o( amiability and solid wisdom His family going 
abroad for a winter, he was leieutd for that period by 
an uncle in the same city 'I'he w'lnUr o\er, his own 
family home again, and his own house (of which he was 
v<ny proud) reopened, he found himself in a dilemma 
between two conflicting duties of loyalt) and gratitude 
Hib old filends were not to be iiegkcted, but it seemed 
hardly decent to desert the new This was hcjw he 
solved the problem l^erj morning, as -joon as the 
door was opened, off jjosted Coolin to his unelc’s, \isitcd 
the children in the nursery, saluted the whole family, 
and W'as back at home m time for breakfast and his bit 
ol fish Nor was this done without a sacrifico on his 
part, shaiply felt, for he had to forego the partieular 
honour and jev’el of his day—his morning’s walk with 
m> father And, poihaps from this cause, he gradually 
weaned of and relaxed the piactice, and at lengtn re¬ 
turned entirely to his aneient habits But the same 
decision served him in another and more distressing 
case of disided duty, which happened not long after. 
He was not at all a kitchen dog, but the cook had 
nusiftd him with unusual kindness during the distemper, 
and though he did not adore her as he adored my father 
—although (bom snob) he was ciitically conscious of her 
position as ** only a servant"—he still cherished for her 



126 MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS 

t ^ 

a special gratitude , Well, the cook left, and retired 
some streets away to lodgings of her own; and there • 
was Coolin m precisely the same situation with asiy 
young gentleman who has had the inestimable benefit of 
a faithful nurse The canine conscience did not solve 
the problem with a pound of tea at Christmas. No 
longtr content to pav a flying visit, it was the whole 
foienooii that he dedicated to his solitary fiiend And 
so, day by day, he continued to comfoit her solitude 
until (for some reason which I could never understand 
and cannot appro\e) he was kept locked up to break 
him of the giaccful habit Here, it is not the similarity, 

It IS the difference, that is worthy of remark, the clearly 
nitukcd degrees of giatitude and the proportional dura¬ 
tion of his visits Anything further removed from 
iiistmt t It were hard to fancy, and one is even stirred 
to a certain impatience with a character so destitute of 
spontancit), so passionless in justice, and so pnggishly 
obedient to the \oicc of reason 
There are nut many dogs like this good Coolin, and 
not many people But the type is one well marked, 
both m the human and the canine family Gallantry 
was not his aim, but a solid and somewhat oppressive 
respectability He was a sworn foe to the unusual and 
the conspicuous, a praiser of the golden mean, a kind 
of city uncle modified by Cheeryble And as he was 
precise and conscientious in all the steps of his own 
blameless course, he looked for the same precision and 
in even greater gravity in the bearing of his deity^i^y 
father. It was no sinecure to be Coolings idol; he "was 
exacting like a rigid parent, and at every sign of levity 
m the man whom he respected, he announced loudly 
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the death of viituo and the proximate fall of the pillar-s 
of^the earth. 

I have called limi a snob; but all dogs aie so, though 
in varying degrees It is hard to follow Iheir snobbery 
among themselves, for though I think we (an perccue 
distinctions of rank, wo cannot gra^p ^\hat is the ciiterion 
Thus m Edinburgh, in a good part of the town, then, 
were sevtr.d distinct societies or clubs that met in ihe 
morning to—the phrase is technical - to “ lakc the 
backets ” in a troop A friend of mine, the master of 
' three*dogs, was one day surprised to observe thdt they 
had left one club and joined another , but whether it 
was a rise or a fall, and the result of an invitation 01 
an expulsion, was more than he coahl guess And iIih 
illustrates pointedly our igiioraiu'e oi the real life of 
dogs, their social ambitions and their social hierarchies 
At least, in then dealings with m(n they ate not only 
conscious of sex, but of the difference of station And 
that in the most snobbish inanncT; for the prior man's 
dog IS not offended by the notice of the ri( h, and keep-, 
all his ugly feeling for those pooler or more ragged than 
his master. And again, for every station they have an ideal 
qf behaviour, to which the master, under pain of deroga¬ 
tion, will do wisely to conform. How often has not a 
cold glance of an eye informed me that my dog w'as 
disappointed, and how much more gladly would he 
not have taken a beating than to be thus wounded in 
the seat of piety ' * 

I ttfiew one disrespectable dog He w'as far liker a 
cat, cared little or nothing for men, with whom he 
merely coexisted as we do with cattle, and was entirely 
devoted to the art of poaching A house would not 
hold him, Sind to live in a was what he refused. 
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Hu led, I believe, a life of troubled but genuine plcn&ure, 
and perished beyond all question in a trap liut this 
was an exception, a marked rc’version to the anctstral 
type, like the haii) human infant The tiiic dog of the 
nineteenth century, to judge b> the Tf*mainder of my 
fairly large ac fiuaintani t, is in lo\e with respectability 
A strcct-dog was imcc adopted by a lady \\hilc still 
an Arab, lie had done as Arabs do, g.mibolling in the 
mud, ( barging into butchers’ stalls, a cat-hunter, a sturdy 
beggar, a a minion rogue and vagabond , but with his 
rise into society he laid aside these inconsistent pica- 
suies lie stole no more, he hunted no more cats , find 
conscious c^f his collar, he ignoied his old companions 
Yet the canine upper class was nc\er biought to recog¬ 
nise the upstart, and from that hour, except for human 
countenance, he was alone hnendless, shorn of his 
sports and the habits of a lifetime, he still Incd in a 
gloi) of happiness, content with his acquiicxl lespcct- 
ability, and with no caie but to support it solemnly 
Are w'c to condemn or piaise this self-made dog? We 
praise his human biother And thus to comiuer vicious 
habits IS as lare with dogs as with men With the more 
pait, for all their scriiple-mongenng and moral thought, 
the vices that fire born with them remain invincible 
throughemt, and they live all their years, glorying in 
their virtues, but still the slaves of their defects. Thus 
the sage Coolin w'as a thief to the last; among a thousand 
‘peccadilloes, a whole goose and a whole cold leg of 
mutton lay upon his conscience. but Woggs,^ ^Fhose 

j 

* Waller, Watty, Woggy, Woggs. Wogg, and lastly Bogue; 
under which last name he fell in battle some twelve months ago 
GLor> was his aim and he attained it, for his icon, by the hand of 
Caldecott, now lies among the treasures of the nation. 
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soul’s shipwreck in the mattei of •gallantly I lu\o re¬ 
counted above, lias only twice Inen known to steal, and 
has often nobly tontjuered the temptation The eighth 
IS his fasouriti commandment 'Phere is something 
painfully human in tln'si imecjual miIiks and mortal 
frailties of the best Shll more painful is tin beanng of 
those “stammering jirofcssors’’ m the house of sickness 
and under the terror of dt ath It is heyond a doubt to 
me that, somehow oi othei, the dog connects together, 
or confounds, the uneasiness of sickness and the coiv 
sciousiiess of guilt To the pains of the body he often 
adds the toitures of the conscience , ainl at tin se times 
his haggard protestations form, in legaid to the human 
deathbed, a dteadful parody or [uralhl 

I once siijuiosed that 1 had found an inverse relation 
between the double ttujuetk winch clogs obhy, and 
that those who were most addiotid to the show) siuel 
life among other clogs were less (aieful in tin. prartue of 
home virtues for the tyrant man liut the female dog, 
that mass of caintying affectations, shines ecpially m 
either sphere. , lulcs her rough posse of atttndant swains 
with unwearying tact and gusto, and with her master 
and mistress pushes the arts of insinuation to their 
crowning point 'I'hc attention of man and the regard 
of other dogs flatter (it w’Oiild thus appear) the same 
sensibility, but perhaps, if we could read the canine 
heart, they would be found to flattc-r it m verj, different 
degrees. Dogs live with man * as courtiers round a 
moiiArch, steeped in the flatter) of his notice and en¬ 
riched with sinecures To push their favour in this 
world of pickings and caresses is, perhaps, the business 
of their lives, and their joys may lie outside I am in 
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desjuii at our pcrsir*^ nt ignorance I read in the lives 
of our companions the same processes of reason, the 
same antique and fatal conflicts of the right against fne 
wrong, and of unbitted nature with too rigid custom; I 
see them with our weaknesses, vain, false, inconstant 
against appttite, and with oiii one stalk of viitue, devoted 
to the dieam of an ideal, and yet, as they huiry by me 
on the street with tail in air, or come singly to solicit my 
regard, 1 must own the sccict puiport of their lives is 
«till insciutable to man. Is man the friend, or is he 
the palion only? Have they indeed foigotten nature’s 
voice? or aie those moments snatched from courtiership 
whin they touch noses with the tinker’s mongrel, the 
hriel re\\ard and pleasure of their artificial lives? 
Doubtless, \\hcn man shares with his dog the tods of a 
piofession and the pleasures of an art, as with the 
shepherd or the poaiher, the aflectioii warms and 
strengthens till it fills the soul But doubtless, also, 
the masters are, in many cases, the object of a meiely 
interested cultiis, sitting aloft like Louis Quatorze, 
giving and receiving flattery and favour, and the 
dogs, like the majority of men, have but foiegone 
then true existence and become the dupes of their 
ambition 
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“A PENNY PLAIN 
AND TWOPENCE COLOURED” 

Thfsk woidb will he familiar to all •'tiKltnts of Skcll’s 
Juvenrtt* Drama That national monument, aftei havinj; 
changed its name to Paiks, to Wehh’s, to Redim^ton’s, 
and last of all to Pollotk’s, has now hecome, for the 
most part, a memory Some of its iiiUais, like Stoae- 
hengc, are still afoot, the rest ^Uan vanished It may 
be the Museum numbers a full set , and Mr lonides 
perhaps, or else her graiums Maiesly, ma\ brust their 
great collections, but to the plain priNate jilisoii they 
are become, like Rajihaels unattainable I h.ne, at 
different tunes, possessed AhiddtH, Tm Rtd Tne 

Blind Boy, Ihe Old Oak Chest, The Wood Jhimoiu fatk 
Sh^ppafd^ The Miller and his Men, Det Ffeisihutz, The 
Smuggler, The Forest of Bondv Robin JJoof^ The JVoter- 
man, Richard I, My Toll and my J\utner Jot, The 
Inehcape Bell (imperfect), and 'Three-Bingertd Jack, the 
Terror of Jamaua, and I have assisted others in the 
illumination of The Maid of the Inn and The Battle of 
Waterloo In this roll call of stirring nami s you read 
the eiiidencesof a happy childhood; and though not half 
o^them are still to be procured of any luing stationer, 
in the mind of their once happy owner all survive, 
kaleidoscopes of changing pic tures, echoes of the past 
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'J'hcie stands, I * fancy, to this da} (but now how 
falUn >) a cciiain stationti’s shoj) at a coiner of the "wide 
thoioughfaiL lhat }<>ini the city of my childhood uith 
the sea When, upon aiiv Satin da v we made a paity to 
behold the ships, v\l* passed that cennu , and since m 
those da\s I !o\ed a slnj) as a man lo\es Rurgiindy or 
daybreak, ihii of itself h.ul bfcn enoiifjh to hallow it 
iiiil the*ie was more tlian that In the l-eith Walk 
window, all the year loiind, thfie stood displa}ed a 
theatre in working; oidei, with a ‘‘forest set,” a “com¬ 
bat,'’ and a few “robbers (aroiisinj* ” in the slide?, anel 
below and about, dealer tenlold to me i the plajs them¬ 
selves, those budgets of tornaiKe, lay tumbled one upon 
anolhei f-ong and often ha\e 1 lingered there with 
Liuiit) pO(ktts Dne figure, wc shall sa>, w'as \isible in 
the first jilale of ch.uacteis, bearded, pistol m hand, or 
drawing to his t*ar the elolhyaid arrow , I would spell 
the name wsis it Maeane, or I.ong 'rom Coffin, or 
Grineloff, 2d dress'* O, how’ I would long to see the 
rest ’ how—if the name by chance were hidden -I 
would wonder m what play he figuicrl, and w’hat im¬ 
mortal legend lustified his attitude and strange apparel* 
And then to go within, to announce } ourself as an 
intending puichaser, and, closely watched, be suffered 
to undo those bundles and breathlessly devour those 
pages of gestu ulating villains, ipileptzc combats, bosky 
forests, palaces and w'.ir-ships, frowning fortresses and 
prison vaults -it was a giddy joy I’hat shop, which 
was dark and smelt of Ihliles, was a loadstone r(^ for 
all that bore tlie name of boy 'I'hey could not pass at 
by, nor, havrng entered, leave it It was a place 
besieged, the shopmen, like the Jews rebuilding Salem, 
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had a double task 'I'hey kept i^s iit tliL siirk’s encf, 
frowned us down, mu tc lied each play out of our hand 
c»L' wo were trusted with another, and, me 1 editable as 
It ma\ bound, u^ed to (kinand iif iis upon our entiance, 
like banditti, it we tame with nioiuy or with empty 
hand Old Atr Smith linnsLlf, woin out with my 
etoinal ^al illation, ume swept the tn asun s lioni btfoio 
me, w'llh the try “1 do not believe, ebild, that }ou 
are an intending puiehaser at all*'’ Huso woie the 
diagons of the garden , but for bueh joys of pnadise we 
could b.ivo fated the '^I'orioi of Jainau a biniv'lt Eve'iy 
blieet we fingeied wa'i anotlu 1 lightiung giant e into 
tibbtiire, dthrioub stoiy , it was likt walltiwing in the 
raw stuff of stoiy botiks I kntAv iiotlnng to tomp,ire 
with it save now .ind tlun in thtams, wlitn 1 am jaivi- 
leged 10 road in torlain unvvtit sttaics t)f .idvtniure, 
from which I awake tti find the world all v.inity d'he 
crujt of Ihiiidan’s donkty was as nothing tt) the un¬ 
certainty of the bo) as he handled and hngtiod and 
doated on these biindks of delight, there was a physi¬ 
cal pleasure in the sight and tout h of them which he 
would jealously piolong, and Alien at Itngth the deed 
was dtme, the play selected, and the impatu nt shopman 
had brushed the lest into the giay portfolio, and the 
boy was forth again, a little late for dinner, the lamps 
springing into light m the blue wintei's evtn, and Tne 
Miller^ or The Koter^ or some kimlied drama clutched 
against his side—on what gay feet he ran, and how he 
laugjjed aloud m exultation ' I tan hear that laughter 
still Out of all the years of my life, I can recall but 
one home-coming to compare with these, and that w'as 
on the night when 1 bu'ught bark witii me the Arabian 
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^Eniertmnmenis in tlif fat, old, double-columned volume 
with the prints. I was just w-ell into the story of the 
Hunchback, I remember, when my clergyman-graiKl- 
father (a man we counted pretty stiff) came m behind 
me. I grew blind with terror But instead of ordering the 
book away, he said lie envied me Ah, well he might 1 
The fiuichase and the first half hour at home, that 
was the summit Thenceforth the interest dei lined by 
little and little The fable, as set forth in the play-book, 
proved to be not w orthy of the scenes and characters: 
what fable would not? Such passiges as ** Scane 6. 
The Herinilage Night set scene Place back of 
scene i, No 2, at back of stage and hermitage, Pig. 2, 
out of set piet e, R II in a slanting direction *—such 
jiassagLS, I say, though \eTy practical, aie hardly to 
be calletl good reading Indeed as lileraiuie, these 
dramas dul not much afipcal to me 1 forget the very 
outline of the plots Of The JUind Boy^ beyond the 
fact that he was a most in)ured pi nice and once, I think, 
abdu(,ltd, I know nothing And The Old Oak Chesty 
what was it all aliout^ that prosenpt (ist dress), that 
prodigious number of banditti, that old woman with the 
broom, and the magnificent kitchen in the thirld act 
(was It in the third >*)—they are all fallen in a deliqiiium, 
swim family in my brain, and mix and vanish 

1 cannot deny that loy attended the illumination, nor 
can 1 quite forget that child who, wilfully foregomg 
pleasure, stoops to “twopence coloured ” With crimson 
lake (hark to the sound of it—crimson lake ’—the 
of elf-land are not richer on the ear)—^with crimson lake 
and l^russian blue a certain purple is to be compounded 
which, for cloaks especially, Titian could not equal. 
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The latter colour with gamboj^e, a lifted name although 
•an exquisite pigment, supplied a gietn of such a sa\oiiiy 
greenness that to-day rny heart regj-ets it. Noi can I 
recall without a tender WTakncs-^ the \ery a*'pect of the 
water where I dipped my brush Ves thue was pleasure 
in the painting But w^hen all w'as iiainted, it is needless 
to deny it, ail was spoiled You might, indt-ed, set up a 
scene or tw’o to look at, but to cut the figures out was 
simply saciilege, nor could any child twuv cciuit the 
tedium, the worry, and the long-diawn disenchantment 
of an actual peifoimance Two davs aftoi the iiiirchase 
the honey had been sucked. Pau ills used to complain , 
they thought I weaned of my play It was not so no 
more than a person tan bo said to ba\c weaned of his 
dinner when he leaves the bones and dishes , I had got 
the marrow of it and said grac e 

'Ihen was the time to turn to the back of the play- 
book and to study that enticing double file of nanus, 
where poetry, fur the tiue child of Skdt, leigned happy 
and glorious like her Majcst> the Queen Mu< h as I 
have travelled in ttiesc realms of gold, I have >et 
seen, upon that map or abstract, names of El Dorados 
that still haunt the ear of memory, and are still but 
names. The FloatingBearon —wh> was that denied rne^ 
01 The Wreck A shore 1 Stxtctn-Shing Jack W’hom I 
did not even guess to be a highwayman, troubled me 
aw’ake and haunted my slumbers, and there is one 
sequence of three from that enchanted calender that 
I stijj^ at* times recall, like a loved veise of i>oetry' 
Lodoiska^ Stiver Palace^ Echo of Westminster Bridge, 
Names, bare names, are surely moic to childien than 
we poor, grown-up, obliterated fools remember 
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The name of Skilt has aU\ays seemed a part 
and part cl of the chaiiii of Ins productions It may be* 
dilfcicnt with the lose, but the attia<tion (jf this pAper 
diama sensibly declined when Webb had cupt into the 
rubric a poor cuckoo, llauntinii; in Skelt’s nest And 
now' WL ha\e !eacln.d rollock, soundini( deeper gulls 
Indeed, tins name of Skcli apptais so ^tagey and piratic, 
that I will adc.»pt iL boldlv to design these qualities 
Skeltery, then, is a quality of much ait. It is even to be 
found, with revtiLiHi be it said, among the works of 
natuic 'Ihe stagi) is its genein name. , but it is an 
old, itisulai, honiL-bred staginess , not I'lcmh, domesti¬ 
cally liiitish not of to da}, but smacking of O Srmtii, 
J'lt/ball, and the gicat age of melodrama a peculiar 
fiagiance haunting it, uttering Us uninqioitaiit message 
in a tone of \oicl that has the chaim of fresn aiitiquit}', 

I will not insist upon tin ait of Ski It's purvi}ois These 
wonderful chaiai lers that once so thrilled our soul with 
then bold attitude, anay of deadly engines and incom- 
paiable costume, to-da> look somewhat pallidly, the 
extiome hard favour of the heroine strikes me, I had 
almost saiu with pain, the villain’s scowl no longer 
thrills me like a irumpet, and the scenes themselves, 
those once unpaiallelcd landscapes, secin the effoits of 
a prentice hand So much of fault we find, but on the 
other Side the impartial cntic rejoices to lemaik the pre¬ 
sence of a great unitv of gusto, of those direct clap-trap 
appeals, which a man is dead and bunable when he fails 
to answer; of the foothght glamour, the readjwmade, 
bare-faced, transpontine picturesque, a thing not one 
with told reality, but how much dearer to the mind * 

The scenery of Skeltdom—or, shall we say, the king- 
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(lorn of Transpontus? - Iiad a ^ro.uling thaiader 
Whether it set forth 1‘uland a^ m 7/h‘ lUimi ZjW, or 
liolunua vsith 7'he Milkr and his JMm^ or Italy with 
The Old Oak Chtsty still it w is '1 lansprmUis A 
liotanist (Duld tell it h) the jilanls The hollyhoik was 
all ptnasiM', runningM\ild m disuts, tin* doik was 
(oinnion, and the bending reed, and t)\^.r^lKldu\vlng 
these weie poplai, palm, potato tree, anti Qtteuus 
Skeltua —lirave growths The caves were all c nibowi lied 
111 llu Sinie}Sidc foiination , the soil was all belioddon 
b\ tlft* light pump t)l T P ('(;oki‘ ^k( It, lobe suie, 

had yet another, an orient il stiiiig bt held the gor- 
ge'ous east in fee, and in the lu w (piaiter of IIyLre>, 
sa>, in the gaideii of the llotil d(,s lUs dOi. you ma) 
behold these blessed visions leabsed Put on these 1 
will not dwell; they wiie an outwork, it was in the 
ou ideiital si f ncry that SktU wms all hiiiisi li It had a 
stioiig flavour of England, it wms a sort ot iiidigi stion 
of England and drop-s('eMi(*s, and 1 am bound to say was 
chainung How the loads wander, liow' the castle sits 
upon the hill, how the sun eradiates fioiii behind the 
cloud, and how the congiegated elouds llieiU'^elves up* 
roll, as sLift as bolsters' Heic is the cottage interior, 
the usual first Hat, with the cloak upon the nail, the 
rosaries of onions, the gun and powiL i horn ami corner- 
cupboard , hcie IS the inn (tins diama must he nautical, 
I foresee Captain Luff and Hold IJob liovvspntj with the 
red curtain, pipe's, spittoons, and eight-diiy c'lock , and 
thcJlie again is that impressive dungeon with the chains, 
which was so dull to colour England, the hedgerow 
elms, the thm brick houses, windmills, glimpses of the 
navigable Thames—England, when at last I tame to 
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visit it, only Skelt made evident to cross the 
border l^as, foi the Scotsman, to come home to Skelt, 
there \sas the inn-sign and there the horse-trough, all 
foreshadowed m the faithful Skelt. If, at the npe age 
of fourteen seais, I bought a ceitain cudgel, got a friend 
to load It, and thenccfoiward walked the tame ways of 
the earth my own ideal, radiating pure riimance—still I 
was but a puj)pet in the hand of Skelt, the original of 
that regretted bludgeon, and surely the antitype of all 
the bludgeon kind, gioatl> impioved fioiii Cruikshank, 
had adorned the hand of Jonathan Wild, pi i. ‘ This 
is mastciing me,’' as Whitman cries, upon some lesser 
provocation ^Vhat am what aie life, art, letteis, 
the woild, but what my Skelt has made them? He 
stamped himself upon my mimaturity The woild was 
plain before I knew him, a poor penny w’orld, but soon 
It was all coloured with romanee If I go to the theatre 
to see a good old nielodiama, ’tis but Skelt a little faded 
If I \isit a bold scene in natun*, Skelt would have bet n 
bolder, there had liccm certainly a castle on that moun¬ 
tain, and the hollow tree—that set piece—1 seem to 
miss It in the foreground Indeed, out of this cut-and- 
dry, dull, swaggering, obtrusive, and infantile art, I seem 
to have kained the very spirit of my life's enjoyment, 
met there the shadow's of the characters I was to read 
about and lo\e m a late futuie , got the romance of Z>er 
*Frei^chut*^ Ion» ere I was to hear of Weber or the mighty 
Formes, acquiied a gallery of scenes and characters 
with which, in the silent theatre of the brain, I 
enact all novels and romances, and took from ths^se 
rude cuts an enduring and transforming pleasure. 
Reader—^and yourself? 
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A word of moral. it appears that R Pollock, late 
*J. Redmgton, No 73 Hoxton Street, not only publishes 
twebty-threo of these old stage fa\ouiile«?. but owns the 
no( esbary plates and displ.iy'^ a modest uadim s'* to issue 
other thirt}-three If you lo\e ail, folly, 01 the bnght 
eyes of ihildren, spetd’to Pollock’s, or to ClaikeS of 
Ganick Stieet In Pollocks list of publicanda I per- 
, C'cisc a pair of my ancient aspiiations Zf/o/t ^i\/iore 
and Six/titi-SfnfTfi Jock, and I cheiisli the belief 
that when these shall sec once nioic the light of day, 
B Pollock will remember tins apologi'^t Put, indi ed, 
I hd\c a dream at times that is not jll a dream I 
seem to mj’self to wander in a gbo'^tly stiect—E W, 
I think, the postal distru t--< lose belcnv the fool’s-cap 
of St. Paul’s, and yet witliin eas) hearing of the echo 
of the Abbey budge 'IhcTt* in a dim shop, low in 
the loof and smelling strong of g’ue and lootlielits, I 
find myself in c^uaking tieaty with gnat Ske It hiinbtlf, 
the aboriginal, all dusty from the tomb I bin, with 
what a choking heart—I buy tlum all, all but the 
pantomimes, I pay my menial munc>, and go foith, 
and lo ' the packets aie dust 
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A GOSSIP ON A NOVEL OF DUMAS’S 

Tiif buoks that rt'-rcad tlic oftt*ncJ>t arc not alwa>s 
those that we achniic the most, we thoosc and wc le- 
\isit them tor man} and vanous reasons, as we choose 
«and rcMsit human tnends One oi twx) of Scott's 
nf)\Lls, Shakesj>eaic, Molieie, IMontaigne, I'he Kgoi^t, 
and the Vtcomtc de Bra^chnue^ torm the inner 
circle of ni} intimates IJehind these comes a good 
trooi) of dtar ac(iuaintanrcs, The Ptlgrtm^s Progress 
in the front i.ink, Tin Bible in Spam not far behind 
Theie are besides a certain numbei that l(X)k at me 
with lepioach as I pass them by on m) shelves books 
that I onie thumbed and studied houses w'hich were 
once like heune to me, but where I now' larely visit. 
I am on these sad lei ms (and blush to confess it) 
with Wonlsw'orth, Horace, Bums and Ha/htt Last 
of all, tht re is the class of book that has its hour of 
brilliancy—glow's, sings charms, and then fades again 
into insignificance until the fit leturn. Chief of those 
who thus smile and frown on me by turns, I must 
name Vngil and Heriick, who, were they but 

“ Iheir sometime sehes the same throu(;hout the year,” 

must have stood in the first company with the six names 
of my continual literary intimates To these iCK, in¬ 
congruous as they seem, I have long been faithful, and 
hope tp be faithful to the day of death. I have never 
read the whole of Montaigne, but I do not like to be long 
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without reading £>ome of him, and delight 111 what I 
*do read nevtr lessens Of Shakespeaic I ha\e read all 
hut*/Ltc/iarJ ///, Ilenty / 7 , Tiiiis Andn>niLUs,2iWi\ A/Z's 
Well that hnd^ Well and these, h.xMng already made 
all suitable endeavour, 1 now know that I s])all ncxrr 
read—to make up for which unfaiihfuliKNs I could nad 
much of the rest for cvei Of Molieie—suiel) the iv*\l 
greatest name of C hnsiendom—I I'ouKl tell avcri similar 
story , but in a little comer of a little essa\ tht sc imnces 
are too much out ot place, and I prefer to ]ia\ my kalty 
and pa^s on How often 1 ha\c irad Guy Mamienu^^ 
Hob Hoy, 01 Hediiauntlit, I ha\e no mi ans of giK'ss- 
ing, haling begun )oung lJut it i^ titlu-i four or five 
tinits that I have lead Tlu and either five or 

SIX that 1 h.ivc lead the Vicomte de dUa^eionne» 

Some, who would aceept the others, may wonder that 
I should have spent so much of ihis brief hf< of ours 
over a work so little famous as the last And, indeed, I 
am surprised myself, not at ni) own devotion, but the 
coldness of the woild Mv acipiaintance w'lth the 
Vuomte began, somewhat indiiectly, in the year of 
grace 1863, when T had the advantage of slutlying 
ceitain illustrated dessert plates m a hotel at Nice Tin* 
name of d’Artagnan 111 the legends I already salute <l 
like an old friend, for I had met it the year before in a 
work of Miss Yongt’s M> first perusal was in one of 
those pirated editions that swarmed at that tune out of 
Brussels, and ran to such a troop of neat and dwarfish 
volumts I understood but little of the merits of the 
book; my strongest memory is of the execution of 
d’Eymdric and Lyodot—a strange testimony to the dul- 
ness of a boy, who could enjoy the rough-and-tumble in 
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the Place de Grevej and forget d'Artagnan s visits to the 
twt) financiers My next reading was in w'lnter-time,* 
when I lived alone upon the Pentlands I would return 
m the early night liom one of my patiols with the 
shephtid , a frundly face would meet me m the door, a 
friendly retriever s( urry upstairs to fetch my slippeis; 
and I w'oiild sit down w'lth the V'lcomle foi a long, 
silent, solitar> lamp-light evening by the fire And yet 
I know not why I call it silent, when it was enlivened 
with siu h a clattei of horse-shoes, and sue h a rattle of 
musk ell V, and such a stir of talk, or why I call those 
evenings solitary m whu h I gamed so many ft lends. I 
would use fiom my book and pull the blind aside, and 
see the snow and the glitteiing hollies clKiiuer a Scotch 
gauleii, and the winter moonlight bnghteii the white 
hills Thence I w'ould turn again to that crowded and 
sunn} field ol life in w'hich it w’as so easy to forget my¬ 
self, my cares, and m) surroundings a place bus} as a 
cit}, blight as a theatre, thronged with memorable faces, 
and sounding with dcligiitful spec ch I carried the thread 
of that epic into my slumbers, I woke with it unbroken, 

I rejoiced to plunge into the book again at breakfast, it 
was with a pang that I must lay it down and turn to my 
own labours , for no part of the world has ever seemed to 
me so charming as these pages, and not even my friends 
are quite so real, peihaps quUe so dear, as d’Aitagnan 
Since then I have been going to and fro at very brief 
intervals m my favourite book, and I have now just 
risen from my last (let me call it my fifth) perusal, teiving 
liked It better and admired it more seriously than ever. 
Perhaps I have a sense of ownership, being so well 
known m these six volumes. Perhaps I think that 
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d’Artagnan delights to have me icad^of him, and Louis 
•Quatorze is gratified, and h'oiKniet throws me a lottk, 
and* Aramis, although he kno^ss I do not lose him, vet 
plays to me w ith his best graces, as to an old pati on of 
the show Perhaps, if I am not raieful, somelhing may 
befall me like what befelhGeoige IV about the battle of 
Waterloo, and I may come to fincy the Vtiomte one 
of the first, and Heaven knows the best, of my own 
works At least, I avow myself a partisan , and when I 
compare the popularity of the Vtcomfe with that of Monte 
Cristo^ 01 itbown elder brother, the Tfon MousquetaireSy 
I confess I am both pained and puzzled 
To those w’ho have already made aciiuaint.inre witk 
the titular hero in the pages of /-Jz/fpei- 
haps the name may act as a diteitent. A man might 
well stand bark if he supjiosed he were to follow, for 
SIX volumes, so well-conducted, so fiuc-spoken, and 
withal so drear) a cavalier as Ilragelonne But the fear 
is idle I may be said to have jiassed the best yoats of 
my life in these six volumes, and my a(V|uaintanf c with 
Raoul has never gone beyond a bow , and w'hi'n he, 
who has so long pretended to be alive, is at last suffered 
to pretend to be dead, I am sometimes reminded of a 
saying in an eaiher volume ‘ Enftn, dtt Mt^s Stewaft^^ 
—and it was of Bragelonne she spoke— tl a fait 
qvelquecho^e • dc$t^ ma foi I bten heuteux 1 am reminded 

of it, as I say, and the next moment, when Athos dies 
of his death, and my dear d’Ailagnan bursts into his 
storm dj^sobbing, I can but deploie my flippancy 
Or perhaps it is La Vallierc that the reader of 
Ans Aprks is inclined to flee. Well, he is right there 
too, though not so right. Louise is no success. Her 
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< rcatOr has sj)art(]‘ no paiiis , she is well-meant, not ill- 
dt?‘?igned, sometimes has a word that iings out true,* 
sometimes, if onl) fcT a breath, she may e\en engage 
our synijiathies Lut I ha\c never envied the King his 
triumph And so far from pitying Bragelonne for 
his defeat, I could wish him no worse (not for lack of 
mali< 0, but imagination) than to be wedded to that lad> 
Madame enchants me , I can forgive that rojal minx 
lier most serious offlnccb , 1 tan thrill and soften with 
the King on that meinoiable onasion when he goes 
to upbiaid and rcinviins to flirt, and when if comes 
to the aimez~mot dom,'^ it is mj heart that 

melts in the bosom of de Guiche Not so with Louise. 
Rt.ulers cannot fail to have remaikcd that what an 
authoi tells us of the beauty or the chaim of his 
crtaluies goes for nought, that we know instantly 
better, that tlic heioim cannot open her mouth but 
whit, all in a moment, the fine phiases of prcpaiation 
fall from round hei like the robes from Cindi'rella, nnd 
she stands before us, self-betra)ed, as a poor, ugly, 
siikly wenc'h, or jieihaps a strajiping maiket-woman. 
Authors, at least, know' it well, a heroine will too often 
start the tuck of “getting uglyand no di-ease is more 
difticult to cure I said tautliors, but indeed I had a 
side eve to one author in particular, w'lth w'hose w'orks I 
am very w'ell acquainted, though I cannot read them, 
and w'ho has spent many vigils in this cause, sitting 
beside his ailing puppets and (like a magician) wearying 
his ait to restore them to youth and beauty m^There 
are others who ride too high for these nnsfoi tunes IVho 
doubts the loveliness ot Rosalind ? Arden itself was not 
more lovely Who evei ciuestioned the perennial charm 
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of Rose Jocelyn, Lucy Desboroii^h, of Clara Middleton? 
lair women with fair names, the daughters of George 
Meredith Eli<cabelh Bennet has but to sjie.ik, and I 
am at her knees Ah • thest are the (n ators of desiiable 
women The) would ne\er ha\e lalkn in ilu mud with 
Dumas and poor Iji Valfiere It is ni> onl) (onsolation 
that not one of all of them, except the fust, could have 
plucked at the moustache of d’Aitagiian 

Or perhaps, again, a piofiortion of itadtrs stumble at 
the threshold In so v.ist a mansKui llu‘r<‘ wen sure to 
be baeJt Stalls and kitchen ofTues w'hiie no cuie would 
delight to linger, but it was at least unhajipv that tlic 
vestibule should be so badl> lighted, and until, in the 
seventeenth chapter, d’\rt.ignan sets olf to seek his 
friends, I must t onft ss, the book goes heavily enough 
But, from thenct‘forward, w'hat a feast is spicad * IVIonk 
kidimpped, d’Aitagnan enruhed, Ma/arin’s d'‘alh , the 
ever delectable adventure of Belle Isle, wlu*rem Aiaims 
outwits d’Artagnan, with its epilogue (vol v chap 
\xviii), where d’Artagnaii legains the moral siijicrionty, 
the love adventu’es at Fontainebleau, v\iili St Aigiuin’s 
story of the dryad and the business of de fluichc^, de 
Wardes, and Manicamp, Aramis made general of the 
Jesuitsj Aramis at the bastille, the night talk in the 
forest of Senait, Belle Isle again, with the dcMth of 
Porthos, and last, but not least, the taming of d’Aitagnan 
the untamable, under the lash of the young King U hat 
other novel has such epic vanct) and nohiht) of incident ^ 
often, Ilk you wall, impossible, often of the order of an 
Arabian story; and yet all based in human nature. I^'or 
if you come to that, what nov'cl has more human nature? 
not studied with the microscope, but seen largely, in plain 
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daylight, with the*natural eye? What novel has more 
go^d sense, and gaiety, and wit, and unflagging, admirabld 
literary skill? Good souls, I suppose, must sometimes 
read it in the blackguard travesty of a transla1ic»n. But 
theie IS no style so untranslatable, light as a whipped 
trifle, stiong as silk, woidy like a village tale; pat like a 
general’s despatch, \^ith every fault, yet never tedious, 
with no meiit, yet inimitably right And, once more, to 
make an end of commendations, what no\el is inspired 
with a more unstrained or a moic wholesome morality ? 

, in spite of Miss Yonge, who introduced me to 
the name of d’Artagnan only to dissuade me from a 
ntartr knowledge of the man, I have to add morality. 
There is no quite good book without a good morality, 
but the woild is wide, and so are morals. Out of two 
people who have dipped into Sir Richuid Burton’s 
Thomand and One Nights^ one shall ha\e been oflended 
by the animal details, another to whom these were 
harmless, peihaps even pleasing, shall yet liave been 
shocked in his turn by the rascality and cruelty of all 
the characteis Of two readers, again, one shall have 
been pain< d by the morality of a religious memoir, one 
by that of the Vicomte de Bragelonne And the point 
is that neither need be wrong We shall always shock 
each other both in life and art; we cannot get the 
sun into our pictuies, nor the abstract right (if there 
be such a thing) into our books, enough if, in the 
one, there glimmer some hint of the great light that 
blinds us from heaven, enough if, in the oth^ there 
shine, even upon foul details, a spirit of magnanimity. 
1 would scarce send to the Vicomte a reader who was 
in quest of what we may call puritan morality The 
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ycntnpotent mulatto, the great eater, worker, eanjer 
and,waster, the man of much and witty laughter, the 
man of the great heart .and alas • of tlie doubtful 
honesty, is a figure not yet dearly set bcloie the woild, 
be still awaits a sober and yet genial portrait, but with 
whatever art that may be touched, and wh.itcncr indul 
gence, it will not be the portrait of a precisian Durnas 
was certainly not thinking of himself, but ot Planrbet, 
when he put into the mouth of d’AitagnanS old servant 
this excellent profession Monsieur, f Hats une de ces 
bonnes pates d'hommes que Dicu a Jait pour shammer 
pendant un certain temps et pour tfouvtr bonnes touted 
choses qut mcompagnent leur se/our \ur la tene*' He 
was thinking, as I say, of riaiichct, to whom the words 
are aptly fitted, but they were fitted also to Planchet’s 
creator, and perhaps this stiuck him as he wrote, for 
observe what follows 'Irtaj^nnn s^amt alors prh 

de la fenetre, et, cette phiiosophte de Planchet hti ay ant 
pant sohde, ily ftva" In a man who finds all things 
good, you will scarce expect much /cal for negative 
virtues the active alone will have a (harm for linn, 
abstinence, however wnse, howevtr kind, will alw'avs 
seem to such a judge entiiely mean and partlv impious. 
So with Dumas Chastity is not near hii heait, nor 
yet, to Ins own sore cost, that virtue of fiugality whu'h 
IS the armoui of the aitist Now, in the I'tcomte, he 
had much to do with the contest of Fouquet and 
Colbert Histone justice should be all upon the side 
of Cofflfert, of official honesty, and fiscal competence 
And Dumas knew it well throe times at least he shows 
his knowledge, once it is but flashed upon us and 
received with the laughter of Fouciuet himself, m the 
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jesiing controveis'y in the gardens of S*iint Mande^, 
orice it is touched on by Araniis in the forest of Senart, 
in the end, it is set before us clearly m one dignified 
speech of the triumphant C'olbert lJut in Fouiiuet, 
the waster, the lover of good dieei and \Mt and art, 
the swift transactor of much business, '‘^Ihomme de 
bruits Chomnie dcfhommequi quv parccque 
/es autres iontp Dumas saw something of himself and 
drew the figure the more tcnderl) It is to me even 
touching to sec how he insists (>n I'ouquet’s honour, 
not seeing, you might think, lliat unflawed honofir is im¬ 
possible to spendthrifts , but latht'i, peiliaps, in the light 
of his ow'ii life, seeing it loo w’cll, and clinging the more 
to what was left Honour can survive a wound , it tan 
live and thrive without a member The man rebounds 
from his disgrace , he begins ftesh foundations on the 
ruins of the old , and when his sword is broken, he will do 
valiantly with his dagger So it is with Fouquet in the 
book , so il was with Dumas on the battlefield of life 
To (ling to w'hat is left of any damaged quality is 
virtue m the man, but perhaps to sing its praises is 
scarce!) to be called morality in the wrilei. And it is 
elsewheie, it is in the character of d’Aitagnan, that ^^e 
must look for that spirit of morality, which is one of the 
chief merits of the book, makes one of the mam joys of 
Its pel iisal, and sets it high abov e more popular rivals 
Athos, with the coming of )ears, has declined too much 
into the preacher, and the preacher of a sapless creed, 
but d’Artignan has mellowed into a man si^ witty, 

I 

rough, kind and upiight, that he takes the heart by 
storm There is nothing of the copy-book about his 
virtues, nothing of the drawing-room m his fine, natural 
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civility, he will sail near the iMnd? he is no district 
visitor—no Wesley or Robespierie, his conscience is 
\oiJ of all refimnient wht thci for j^ood or evil, but the 
\\holc man iinj;^ true like a good soveieign Readers 
who ha\e appr-jaclied the Viiomh, not attoss country, 
but by the hgitimate, five-volumed .nciiue ol the Mou^ 
quetaires and Vingt .-ins Jprh, \ m 11 not have forgotten 
d’Aitagnan’s ungimtlcniaiily and peifeitly imjiiobabie 
trick upon Milady hat a pleasuie it is, then, wliat .1 
reward, and how agreeable a lesson, to see the old 
captairPhumble hinisidt to the son of the man wlioiii he 
had personated’ Here, and thioiighout, if I am to 
choose \irtues for myself or m} filends, let me choose 
the virtues of d Artagnan I do not’ say thue is no c I'ar- 
acter as well drawn in Shakespe.ire , I do say thcie is nom 
that I love so wholly There are many spiritual e\cs that 
seem to spy upon oui actions—e>es ol the dead and tht 
absent, whom we imagine to behold us 111 oui most 
private hours, and whom wt fear and scruple to oiiend 
our witnesses and judges And among these, e\en if 
you should think me childish, 1 must count mv d’Art- 
agnan- not d’Artagnan of the mcmoiis whom Thackeray 
pretended to prefer—a prefeience, 1 take the freedom of 
saymg, in which he stands alone , not the d’Artagnan of 
flesh and blood, but him of the ink and pajier^ n<jt 
Nature’s, but Dumas’s And this is th(‘ particular crown 
and triumph of the artist—not to be true merely, but to 
be lovable , not simply to comince, but to enchant 
TheSJi IS yet another point in the //ccw/d which I find 
mcomiiarable I can recall no other woik of the imagi¬ 
nation in which the end of life is lepiesented with so 
nice a tact. I was asked the other day if l)um<is made 
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me laugh or cry ''Well, in this my late fifth reading o| 
the Vtcom/fj I did laugh once at the small Coqueli/i de 
Voli^re business, and ^as perhaps a thought surprised at 
having done so to make up for it, I smiled continually 
But for teais, I do not know If you put a pistol to my 
throat, I must own the tale tups upon a very airy foot— 
within a measurable distance of unreality , and for those 
who like the big guns to be discharged and the great 
passions to appear authentically, it may even seem inade¬ 
quate from first to last Not so to me , I cannot count 
that a poor dinner, or a poor book, w^here I meet with 
those 1 love, and, above all, in this last volume, I find 
a singular charm of spirit It breathes a pleasant and a 
tonic sadnes*!, alw’ays brave, never hysterical Upon 
the crowded, noisy life of this long tale, evening gradu¬ 
ally falls, and the lights are estinguished, and the 
hei oes pass awMy one by one One by one they go, and 
not a regiet embitters their departure , the young succeed 
them m their places, houis Quatotice is swelling larger 
and shining broader, another generation and another 
Fiance dawn on the horizon, but for us and these old 
men w’hom we have loved so long, the inevitable end 
draws near and is welcome. 'I'o read this well is to 
anticipate experience Ah, if only when these hours of 
the long shadow’s fall for us in reality and not in figure, 
w’e may hope to face them with a mind as quiet! 

But my paper is running out, the siege guns are firing 
on the Dutch frontier, and I must say adieu for the 
fifth time to m> old comrade fallen on the field €i glpry. 
Adieu^ rather au revotrt Yet a sixth time, dearest 
d’ArUi'nian, we shall kidnap Monk and take horse 
together for Belle Isle 
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In anvAinj; fit to he cjlled by the n.ime of leading, the 
procesb Itself should be absoibini; and volujMuous , ^^o 
should gloat ovei a book, be lapt cb.m out of ourselves, 
and iibe fioni the peiusal, our mind filkd with the 
busiest, kaleidoscopic dance of iiniges, incapable of 
sleep or of continuous thought The word*;, if the book 
be elotpieiit, should run themoloiward in our cars like 
the noise of bitakers, and the sloiy, if it be a stoi), 
repeat itself m a thousand colouied pn tints to the e>c* 
It was f(»r this last pleasure that we rtad so closely, and 
loved GUI books so dearly, in the bnght, troubled period 
of boyhood Eloquenc'e and thought, ehaiacter and con¬ 
versation, were but obstacles to biush aside as we dilg 
blithely after a certain sort of incident, like a pig for 
truffles. For my part, I liked a story to begin with an 
old wayside mn where, “towards the close of the year 
17—several gentlemen in three-cocked liais were 
playing bowls. A friend of mine preferred the Malabar 
coast storm, with a ship beating to windw^ard, and 
a scowling fellow of Herculean proportions striding 
along the beach, he, to be sure, was a pirate. This was 
further afield than my home-keeping fancy loved to 
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travel, and designed altogether foi a huger canvas than 
tht tales that I afftited Oi\c me a liigliwa>man^and 
I as full to the bum, a Jaiohite would do, but the 
highwayman was my favouiite dish I (an still hear 
that merry elattei ol the hoofs along the moonlit lane, 
night and th( coming of day are still lelated ui m> mind 
w’ltli the doings of John Kami or Jeiry Aber-shaw', and 
the wouls “iiost-chaist.,”tilt “great Noithroad,” “ostler,” 
and nag ” still sound in my ears lihe poetry. One and 
all at least, 4 md eadi w'lth his jiarticular iancy, we read 
stor)-books in childhood, not tor elcxjueme 01 dharattei 
01 thought, but for some quality of the biute incident. 
That (quality was not mere bloodshed or wonder 
Although eatli ol these was welcome 111 its place, tlie 
charm foi the s.ike of whu h we read depended on some¬ 
thing difiVieiit from either My eldeis u^ed to read 
no\els taloucl, and I tan still remember four diffeicnt 
passages wliith I heard, before I was ten, with the same 
keen and l.isting pleasure One I diseoverc-d long after- 
waid'. to be the admirable opening of What null he Do 
with li it was no wonder 1 was pleased with that. The 
othei thiee still leniain umJeniified. One is a little 
\ague , It was about a dark, tall house at night, and people 
gro[)mg on the stairs b> the light that escaped from the 
open door of a sickroom In another, a lover left a 
ball, and w'ent walking in i cool, dewy paik, wOience he 
could watth the lighted windows and the figuies of the 
dancers as they mo\td This was the most sentimental 
impression 1 think 1 had yet received, for a chilir is some¬ 
what deaf to the sentimental. In the last, a poet, who 
liad been tragically wrangling with his wife, walked forth 
on the sca-beach on a tempestuous niglit and witnessed 
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^the horrors of a vit( k ’ Different as they are, all thest 
early fa\ount<.s lia\e a common nole—tliey ha\e all a 
touch of the romantic 

Drama IS the poetry of conduct, romanie file poetiv 
of circumstance The.pleasuie th.it we take in life is of 
two soits—the acti\c and the p.assi\e Ntiw' we aie 
< onscious of a great ccmim.ind o\cr cmr destinv , anon 
we are lifted up by circumstance, as In a bieaking w’a\c, 
and dashed we know not how into the future Now we 
arc pleased by our conduct, anon merely pleas.„d by our 
suiioundings It w^iuld be hard to sa) which of the^i 
modes of satisfaction is the moie clfectne, but tlu 
lattei IS suiely the more const.int Conduct is thice 
parts of life, they say , but I think they put it high 
There u a \ast deal in hfe and letters both which is not 
immoral, but simply a-moral, w^hich either does not 
regard the human w ill at all, or deals with it in obvious 
and healthy relations, where the mteiest turns, not upon 
what a man shall choose to do, but on how he manages 
to do It, not on the passionate slips and hesitations of 
the conscience, but on the problems ol the body and of 
the practical mtelhgenee, in clean, open au adventure, 
the shock of arms or the diplomacy ol life With such 
material as this it is impossible to bui!<l a filay, for the 
serious theatie exists solely on moial grounds, and is 
a standing proof of the dissemination of the human 
conscience. But it is possible to build, upon this 
ground, the most joyous of verses, and the most lively, 
beautiflft, and buo>ant tales. 

One thing in life calls for another, there is a fitness. 

^ Since traced by many obliging coriespundcniit to the gallery 
of Charles Kingsley. 
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in events and places The sight of a pleasant arbour^ 
^ puts It m our mind to sit there. One place suggests 
work, another idleness, a third early rising and long 
rambles m the dew The effect of night, of any flowing 
water, of lighted cities, of the peep of day, of ships, of 
the open ocean, calls up m the mind an army of 
anon}niuus desiies and pleasures Something, we feel, 
should happen, we know not what, yet we proceed in 
quest of It And many of the happiest hours of life 
fleet b> us in this \ain attendance on the genius of the 
place and moment It is thus that tiacts of young fir, 
and low rocks that reach into deep soundings, par- 
ticulaily torture and delight me Something must have 
hapjiLiied in sucii places, and pcilups ages back, to 
membeis of my race, and \\hen 1 was a child I tried m 
vain to in\ent aiipropnate games for them, as T still try, 
just as i jinly, to fit them with the proper story. Some 
places speak distinctly Ceitam dank gardens ciy aloud 
for a murder, certain old houses demand to be haunted; 
certain coasts are set apart for shipwreck Other spots 
again sot ni to abide their destiny, suggestive and im- 
penetiable, “miching mallecho ” The inn at Burford 
Budge, with its arbouis and gieen garden and silent, 
eddying river—though it is knov^n already as the place 
where Keats wiote some of his Endymum and Nelson 
parted from his Emma- still seems to wait the coming 
of th(‘ appiopiiate legend Within these ivied walls, 
behind tliesc old gieen shutters, some further busmess 
smoulders, waiting for its hour The old Haw^* Inn at 
the Queen’s Ferry makes a similar call upon my fancy. 
There it Stands, apart from the town, beside the pier, in 
a climate of its own, half inland, half marine—in front, 
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the ferry bubbling with the tide find tno guardship 
*swinging to her anchoi , beiiind, the old garden with the 
trees. Americans seek it already for the sake of L.o\ el 
and Oldbuck, ^^ho dined there at the beginning of the 
Antujiiary. But jou need not tell me—that is not all. 
there is some storv, unrecorded or not yit complete, 
which must express the meaning of tliat inn moie fully 
So It IS with names and faces, so it is with im idents 
that are idle and inconclusive in themsehes, and yet 
seem like the beginning of some quaint romanre, which 
the al^careless author leaves untold How many of 
these romances have we not seen dLleiininc at their 
birth, how many people have met us ^^itli a look of 
meaning in their eye, and sunk at once into trivial 
acquaintances, to how many places have not drawn 
near, with express intimations—“ here my de-^tiny awaits 
me”—and we have but dined tliere and passed on^ 
[ have lived both at the Hawes and Burfoid in a 
perpetual flutter, on the heels, as it seemed, of some 
adventure that should lustify the [)lace . but though the 
feeling had me to bed at night and called me again 
at morning in one unbroken round of pleasure and 
suspense, nothing befell me in eithei woith remark. 
I'he man or the hour had not yet come, but some day, 
I think, a boat shall put off from the (Juv*<*n’s Ferry, 
fraught with a dear cargo, and some host) night a horse¬ 
man, on a tragic errand, rattle with his whip upon the 
green shutters of the inn at Burford ^ 

Novt^his is one of the iiatuial appetites with which 

^ Since the above was written I have tried to launch the Ijoat wiih 
my own hands in Kidnapped, Some day, perhaps, I may try a rattle 
at the shutters., 
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any lively Iiterature#has to count. The desire for know- 
ledge, I had almost added the desire for meat, is not 
more deep]\ seated thaii this demand foi fit and stiiWng 
imident The dulltst of dovMis tells, or tiies to tell, 
hinibelf a stoiv, as the feeblest of children uses inven¬ 
tion in his pl.iy, and even as the imaginative gro^vn 
pel son, joining in the game, at once enriches it with 
many delightful circumstances, the great cieative writer 
shows us the realisation and the apotheosis of the 
day-dreams of common men IIis stones may be 
nourished >\ith the realities,of life, but their Iru* mark 
is to satisfy tin nameless longings of the reader, and 
to obey the ideal laws of the cla> dream The right 
kind of thing sliould fall out in the right kind of place, 
the right kind of thing should follow , and not only the 
fliaraeters talk aptly and think naturally, but all the 
ciicumstances in a talc answer one to another like notes 
m music 'J'he tliieads of a story come fiom time to 
time together and make a picture m the web, the 
characteis fall fiom time to time into some attitude to 
each othei or to natuie, which stamps the story home 
like an illusii.ition. Crusoe recoiling from the footprint, 
Achilles shouting over against the Trojans, Ulysses bend¬ 
ing the great bow, Christian running with his fingers m 
his ears, these aie each culminating moments in the 
legend, and each has been printed on the mind’s eye 
for ever Other things we may forget, we may forget 
the words, although lhe> are beautiful, we may forget 
the author's comment, although perhaps it was^geni- 
ous and true, but these epoch-making scenes, which 
put the last mark of tiuth upon a story and fill up, at 
one blow, our capacity for sympathetic pleasure, we so 
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Adopt into the very bosom of our* mind that neither 
♦ time nor tide can efface or weaker the impression 
I'hts, then, is the plastic part of liteialuie to embody 
chaiactcr, thought, or emotion in sonic act or attitude 
that shall be remaikably striking to the mind’s eye 
This ]s the highest and haidest thing to do in woids, 
the thing which, onto accomplished, eiiiially delights 
the schoolboy and the sage, and makes, in its <n\n 
light, the (pialiiy of eiiics Conipaicd with this, all 
other purposes in literature, escept the puiely lyrical 
or the^ purely philosophic, aie bastanl in naluie, lai'ile 
of e\ecution, and feeble m result It is one thing to 
wiite about the inn at Ilurford, or to desi iibe srcneiy 
with the word-painters, it is (]uitu anotlier to sei/a on 
the heait of the suggestion and make a c'ountry famous 
with a legend It is one tiling to remark and to dissect, 
with the most cutting logic, the romplirations of life, 
and of the human spuit, it is quite another to give 
them bod} and blood in the story of A)a\ or of Hamlet 
'I'hc first is liteiatuie, but the second is something 
besides, for it is likewise art 

English people of the piescnt da\ ^ aie apt, I know 
not why, to look somewhat down on incident, and 
resene their admiration for the clink of teaspoons 
and the accents of the curate It is thought clever 
to w’rite a novel with no stoiy at all, or at least with 
a very dijll one Reduced even to the lowest terms, 
a certain interest can be communicated b> the art of 
narrative, a sense ot human kinship stirred, and a 
kind of monotonous fitness, comparable to the words 
and air of Sandy's Muli, preserved among the infini- 

1 18S2 
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tesimal occurrencesr recoided. Some people work, * in 
this niannei, with even a strong touch. Mr Trollope's * 
inimitable clerg}’iTicn naturally arise to the mind in 
this connection But even Mr. Trollope does not 
confine himself to chronicling small beer Mr Ciawley’s 
collision with the Bishop’s wife, Mr Melnotte dallying 
in the deserted banquet-room, are typical incidents, 
epically concened, fitly embodjing a crisis Or again 
look at Thackeray If Rawdon Crawley’s blow were 
not delivered, Fam/y Fair w'ould cease to be a 
woik of art That scene is the chief ganglion Df the 
tale, and the discharge of energy from Rawdon’s fist 
IS the rewaid and consolation of the reader The 
end of F,smond is a yet w'ldcr excursion from the 
authors customary fields, the scene at Castlewood is 
pure Dumas, the great and wily English boriower has 
here borrowed from the great, unblushing French 
thief, as usual, he has borrowed admirably w^cll, and 
the breaking of the sw’ord rounds off the best of all 
his books with a manly, martial note But perhaps 
nothing can more strongly illustrate the necessity for 
marking incident than to compare the living fame 
of Bolnnson Cfusoe with the discredit of Clarissa 
Harloive Clarissa is a book of a far more startling 
import, worked out, on a great canvas, with inimi¬ 
table com age and unflagging art. It contains wit, 
character, passion, plot, conversations full of spirit 
and insight, letters sparkling with unstiained humanity; 
and if the death of the heroine be somewhaj^ngid 
and artificial, the last days of the hero strike the 
only note ol what we now call Byronism, between 
the Elizabethans and Byron himself And yet a little 
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story of a shipwiecked sailor, with not a tenth part 
of the st)le nor a thousandth part of the wisdom, 
ei^loring none of the arcana of humanity and de¬ 
prived of the peicnnial interest of love, goes on from 
edition to edition, ever young, whih* Clnri^^a lies upon 
the shelves unread ' A friend of mine, a Welsh 
blacksmith, was twenty-five yeais old and could neither 
read nor wiite, when be heard a chapter of Robinson 
read aloud in a farm kitchen Uji to that moment he 
had sat content, Ivuddled in his ignorance, but he left 
tliat tirm another man 'Phere w'eie dav-dicams, it 
appeared, divine day-dreams, written and punted and 
bound, and to be bought for money and enjoyed at 
pleasure Down he sat that day* ])ainfull> IcaineJ to 
read Welsh, and returned to borrow the book It 
had been lost, nor could he find anothei copy but 
one that w^as in English Down he sal cuue more, 
learned English, and at length, and with entire delight, 
read Robinson, It is like the stor)' oi a love chase 
If he had heard a letter from C/ans\ii, would he 
have been fired with the same chivalrous ardour? 
I w'onder. Ycl Clatma has eveiy quality that can 
be shown in prose, one alone excepted—pictorial or 
picture-making romance. While Rohunon depends, for 
the most part and with the overwhelming majority of 
Its readers, on the charm of circumstani’e 

In the highest achievements of the art of words, the 
dramatic and the pictorial, the moral and romantic 
inlere‘jL rise and fall together by a common and organic 
law. Situation is animated with passion, passion clothed 
upon with situation Neither exists for itself, but each 
inheres indissolubly with the other. This is high art} 
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and not only the highest art possible in words, but the 
highest art of all, since it combines the greatest mass^ 
and diversity of the elements of truth and pleasure. 
Such are epics, and the few prose tales that ha\e the 
epic weight But as from a school of woiks, aping the 
creative, incident and romance are ruthlessly discaided, 
so may character and drama be omitted or subordinated 
to romance. 'J’here is one book, for example, more 
generally loved than Shakespeare, that captivates in 
childhood, and still delights in age—I mean the Ara/nan 
Nights —vsheie you shall look in vain for moral* or for 
intellectual inteiest No human face or voice greets us 
among that \sooclcn crowd of kings and genies, sorcerers 
and beggarintn Adventiue, on the most naked terms, 
furnishes loith the entcitainmciil and is found enough. 
Dumas approaches peihajis nearest of any modern to 
these Arabian authors in the jiurely mateiial charm of 
some of his romances The earl> part of Monte Cn^to, 
dowji to the finding of the tuasuie, is a piece of perfect 
story telling, the man never bieathed wdio shared these 
moving incidents without a trcmoi, and yet Faria is a 
thing of packthread and Dantes little more than a name. 
'I'hc sequel is one long-drawn error, gloomy, bloody, 
unnatural and dull, but as for these early chapters, I do 
not believe there is another volume extant where you 
can breathe the same unmingled atmosphere of romance. 
It IS very thin and light, to be sure, as on a high 
mountain, but it is brisk and clear and sunny in pro¬ 
portion. I saw the other day, with envy, an and a 
very clever lady setting forth on a second or third voyage 
into Monte Cnsto. Here are stories which powerfully 
affect the reader, which can be reperused at any age, 
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and wheie the (.haraders are no ^ore than puppets 
'1 he bony fist of the show man visibly propels them, their 
springs are an open secret, their faces arc of w ood, their 
bellies filled with bran, and jet we thiillinglv partake 
of their adventures And the point ma> be illustrated 
still further The last interview betwten I U('y and 
Richard Fe\eril is puic drama, more than that, it is 
the stiongest scene, since Shakespeare, 111 the English 
tongue Their first meeting by the ri\ti, on the other 
hand, is pure romance, it has nothing to do with char¬ 
acter f It might happen to any othei boy 01 niauh n, and 
be none the less delightful foi the change And yet I 
think he would be a bold man who 'ihniiUl choose 
between those passages Thus, m the same book, w’e 
may have two scenes, each (afiital in its order in the 
one, human passion, deep calling unto dccii, shall utter 
Its genuine voice, in the second, .iccoidnig cirtuin- 
stances, like instruments in tunc, shall build uj) a trivial 
but desirable incident, such as W'C lov(* lo piefiguie for 
ourselves, and in the end, in spile of the entics, we 
may hesitate to give the piefertme to either The one 
may ask more genius—I do not saj it dots , but at least 
tlie other dwells as clearly m the mcmoiy 

True romantic art, again, makes a romance of all 
things. It reaches into the highest abstraction of the 
ideal, it does not refuse the most pedestrian realism 
Rohtnson Crusoe is as realistic as it is romantic; both 
qualities are pushed to an extreme, and neither suffers. 
Nor d«ii^s romance depend upon the material importance 
of the incidents To deal with strong and deadly 
elements, banditti, pirates, war and murder, is to con¬ 
jure with great names, and, in the event of failure, to 
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double the disgrace The driival of Haydn and Con- 
suelo at the Canon's villa is a very trifling incident; yet * 
we may read a dozen boisterous stones from beginning 
to end, and not receive so fresh and stirring an im¬ 
pression of adventure It was the scene of Crusoe at 
the \Mcck, if I remember rightly, that so bewitched my 
blacksmith. Nor is ihe fact surpiismg. Every single 
article the castaway recovers fiom the hulk is “a joy for 
, ever” to the man who leads of them They are the 
things tliat should be found, and the bare enumeration 
stirs the blood. I found a glimmer of the same mtercst 
the other day in a new book, The Sailor^s Sweetheart^ 
by Mr Claik Russell. The whole business of the bug 
Morning Star is very lightly felt and spiritedly written; 
but the clothes, the books and the money satisfy the 
reader’s mind like things to eat We are dealing here 
with the old cut-and-dry, legitimate interest of treasiiie 
tiovc But cv en tieasure trove can be made dull. There 
are few people who have not groaned under the plethora 
of goods that fell to the lot of the Swns Family Roh^- 
son^ that dreary family They found article after article, 
creatuie after creature, from milk kme to pieces of 
ordnance, a whole consignment, but no informing taste 
had presided over the selection, there was no smack or 
relish m the invoice, and these riches left the fancy 
cold. The box of goods in Verne*s Mysterious Island 
is another case in point there was no gusto and no 
glamour about that, it might have come from a shop 
But the two hundred and seventy-eight Ajjjdtralian 
sovereigns on board the Morning Star fell upon me 
like a surprise that I had expected, whole vistas of 
secondary stories, besides the > one in band, radiated 
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forth from that discovery, as they radiate from a btnking 
^ particular in life, and I was made foi the moment as 
ha!{)py as a reader has the right to l>e 
To come at all at the nature of this quality of 
romance, we must beai in mind the peculiaiity of our 
attitude to any art No art pioduces illusion, in the 
theatie we never forget that we are in the Iheatie , and 
while we read a stoiy, we sit wavering between two 
minds, now merely clapping our hands at the ment of 
the performance, now condescending to take* an active 
part |fi fancy with the characters This last is the 
triumph of ronnntie story telling: when the reader con¬ 
sciously plays at being the hero, the scene i-s a good 
scene Now in character-studies the pleasure that we 
take IS critical, we watch, we apprene, wc *‘mile at in¬ 
congruities, we are moved to sudden heats ot sympathy 
with courage, suffering or \irtue J»ut the eiuiactcrs 
are still themselves, they are not us, the moie clearly 
they are depicted, the more widely do they stand away 
fiom us, the more impeiiously do they thrust us back 
into our place as a spectator, I cannot identify myself 
with Rawdon Crawley or with Eugene de Rastignac, 
for I have scaice a hope or fear in common w’lih them. 
It IS not character but incident that woos us out of our 
reserve. Something happens as we desire to have it 
happen to ourselves, some situation, that we have long 
dallied with in fancy, is realised in the story with enticing 
and appropriate details Then we forget the characters, 
then we push the hero aside; then we plunge into the 
tale incur own person and bathe in fresh experience; 
and then, and then only, do we say we have been reading 
a romance. It is not only pleasurable thmgs th^ w'e 
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imagine in our day-^reains, theio are lights in which we 
are willing to contemplate e\en the idea of our own # 
death, wa)s m which it seems as if it would amuse us*to 
be cheated, wounded or calumniated It is thus possible 
to constiuct a story, even of tiagic iinpoit, m which 
eveiy incident, detail and tnik of ciicuinstance shall be 
Avelcome to the leader’s thoughts hiction is to the 
grown man what pl.iy is to the child, it is there that he 
changes the atmospheie and tenor of his life, and when 
the game so < hinu s with his fan( y that he can jom m it 
with all his heart, when it pleases him with everji^turn, 
when he lo\cs to icrall it and dwells upon its ie( ollertion 
with entne dtlight, fiction is called lomance 

Walter Se<)tt is out and awaj the king of the rcmianties. 
Th JAidy of the Lake lias no indisputable claim to be a 
poem be\oiul the inherent fitness and desirability of the 
tale It IS just such a story as a man would make up 
for himself, walking, in the best health and temper, 
through just such st enes as it is laid in Hence it is 
that a chaini dwells undefinable among these slovenly 
verses, as the unseen cuckoo fills the mountains with his 
note; heme, e\cn afier we have flung the book asides 
the sceneiv and adventures remam present to the mind, 
a new’ and green possession, not unworlhv of that beauti¬ 
ful name, 'Lhe Lady of the Lahe^ or that direct, romantic 
opening- one of the most spirited and poetical in 
liteiatiire—“The stag at eve had drunk his fill” The 
same strength and the same weaknesses adorn and dis¬ 
figure the novels. In that ill-written, ragged bo^ The 
Pirate^ the figure of Cleveland—cast up by the^a 'on 
the resounding foieland of Dunrossness—moving, with 
the blood on his hands and the Spanish words on his 
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tongue, iimong the simple islandcis-^singing a serenade 
under the window of his Shetland mi'»tress— is conceived 
in The very highest manner of lomaiitic invention The 
words of hib song, “ Through gioves of palm,” sung ui 
such a scene and by such a lovei, fhauh, as in a nut¬ 
shell, the emphatic contrast upon which the tale is built 
In Guy Mannenng^ cvei> incident is dt hglitful to 

the imagination, and the scene when llunv Bertiam 
lands at Ellangowan is a model instance of romantic 
method. 

“‘irenumber tlie tune well,' ht savs, ‘tlumgh I can¬ 
not guess what should at pusc nl so stiongly iccall it to 
my memory ' He took his flageolet fiom his pocket and 
played a simple melody Appmenllv the tune awoke 
the coiresponding associations of a damsel . She 
immediately took ui) the song— 

“ ‘Art ihc'.t the links of I^orth, sht , 

Oi are thty tlit < loiks of Dit, 

Oi the lioiin) woods ot Wariotli [li.ul 
Hiil I bo fain would stc ■’ ’ 

“ ‘By heaven ' ’ said Bertram, ‘it is the verj ballad 

On this quotation two remarks fail to be ni.ide Firat, 
as an instance of modern feeling for romance, this 
famous touch of the flageolet and the old song is selected 
by Miss Bradclon for omission Miss Braddon’s idea 
of a story, like Mrs Todgers’s idea of a wooden leg, 
were something strange to have expounded As a 
matter of personal t-xpenence, Meg’s appeaiancc to old 
Mr. ]^rtram on the road, the rums of Derncleugh, the 
scene of the flageolet, and the Domime’s recognition of 
Harry, are the four strong notes that continue to ring 
in the mind after the book is laid aside- The second 
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point IS still more c^mous. The reader will observii a 
mark of excision in the passage as quoted b> me. Well, 
here is how it runs in the original, “a damsel, who, 
close behind a fine spring about half-way down the 
descent, and which had one e supplied the castle with 
water, was engaged in bleaching linen ” A man who 
gave in such copy would be discharged fiom the staff 
of a daily paper Scott has forgotten to piepare the 
leader for the piesence ol the “damsel”, lie has for¬ 
gotten to mention the spring and Us lelation to the ruin, 
and now, fact to ta(e with his omission, mstefid of 
tiying back and starting fair, crams all this matter, tail 
foremost, into a single shambling sentence It is not 
meiely bad Lnglish, or bad style , it is abominably bad 
nanative besides 

Ceil.ainly the contiast is remarkable, and it one 
that thiows a stiong light upon the subject of this paper 
For here we ha\e a man of the finest creative instinct 
touching with perfect certainty and charm the romantic 
junctures of his story , and tve find him utterly careless, 
almost, It would seem, incapable, m the technical matter 
of style, and not only frequently weak, but frequently 
wrong in points of diama In character parts, indeed, 
and paiticularly in the Scotch, he was delicate, strong 
and truthful, but the trite, obliterated features of too 
many of his heroes have already weaned two generations 
of readers At times his characters w^ill s}>eak with 
something far beyond propriety with a true heroic note; 
but on the next page they will be wading wear^ for¬ 
ward with an ungrammatical and undramatic rigmarole 
of wotds. The man w’ho could conceive and write the 
character of Elspelh of the Oraigburnfoot, as Scott has 
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conceived and written it, had not onjj’ splendid romantic, 
but splendid tragic gifts How comes it, then, that he 
cdUld so often fob us off with laugiiid, inarticulate 
twaddle ? 

It seems to me that the explanation is to be found in 
the very quality of his "Suiprising merits As his books 
are play to the leader, so were they pla> to him He 
conjured up the romantic with delight, but he had 
haidly patience to describe it He was a great da)- 
dreamer, a sjcer of fit and beautiful and humorous \ isions, 
but h|iidly a gieat artist: hardly, m the m.inful sense, 
an artist at all He pleased himself, and so he jileases 
us. Of the pleasiiies of Ins ait he tasted fully but of 
its toils and vigils and distresses ne\er man knew' less 
A great romantic—an idle child 
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Wl lKi\e rercntl) - eniojcd a quite* peculiar pleasure, 
hearing, in some detail, the opinions, about the art they 
jiracti-^L, of Mr Walter IJesant and Mr Henry James, 
two 1111.11 certainly of \eiy different calibre Mr James 
so precise of outline, so cunning of fence, so scrupulous 
of finish, and Mr. Bes.mt so genial, so friendly, with 
so pci-juasue and humorous a vein of whim Mr. James 
the vciy type of the delibeiate artist, Mr Besant the 
impersonation of good nature. That such doctors 
should differ will excite no great surpnse, but one 
point in whu h they seem to agree fills me, I confess, 
with wonder For they are both content to talk about 
the “art of fiction”, and Mr. Besant, waxing exceed¬ 
ingly bold, goes on to oppose this so-called “art of 
fiction ” to the “ art of poetry ” By the art of poetry 
he can mean nothing but the art of verse, an art of 
handicraft, and only comparable with the art of prose, 
for that heat and height of sane emotion which we 
agree to call by the name of poetry, is but a l^rtine 

^ This paper, which doe» noL otherwise fit the present volume, 
IS lepnntecl here as the proper continuation of the last. 

‘ 1S84 


168 



A HUMBLE REMONSTR'VNCE 169 

and vagrant quality, present, at Unit's, in'any arl, inf)re 
» often absent fiom thtm all, too seldom piesent 111 the 
piOsc novel, too fiequently absent fiom the ode and 
epic EittJon is m the Stiine case, it is no subsUintJ\e 
ail, but an element Mvhicli enters laigily into all the 
arts but architedun* ’ Vlunicr, Wordsworth, Phidias, 
Hogarth, and Sahini, all deal in fietiun, and }et I do 
not suppose that either Hogarth or baUini, to nvntion 
but these two, entered m any degiee into the seojie ot 
Mr. Besanps inttiesting lecture or Mr Janus’s (liaiining 
essay^ The art of fiction, then, regarded as a d( fiiution, 
IS both too amjile and too scanty Let iiu* suggest 
another, let me suggest that what both Mr James 
and Mr. Besant had in mcw' was iKithcr iimhc noi less 
than the ait of narrative 

But Mr Besant is anxious to speak solely of “the 
tnodern English novel,’’ the stay and breadwinner of 
Mr Miidic, and m the authoi of the most pk.'ismg 
novel on that roll, Sor/s and Conditiotn of 
the desire is natural enough I can conceive, then, that 
he would hasten to propose two additions, and read 
thus; the ait c'f hiiitious narrative in prose 

Now the fact of the existence of the modern ICnghsh 
novel IS not to be denied , materially, with its three 
volumes, leaded type, and gilded lettenng, it is easily 
distinguishable from other forms of htciaturc, but to 
talk at all fruitfully of any branch of ait, it is needful 
to build our definitions on some more fundamental 
giound then binding Why, then, are we to add “in 
prose The Odyssey ajipears to me the best of 
romances; The Lady of the Lake to stand high in 
the second order, and Chaucer's talcs and piologues 
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to contain more of^the matter and art of the modem 
English novel than the whole treasury of Mr Mudie 
Whether a nairative be wntten in blank veise or the 
Spenserian stanza, in the long period of Gibbon or the 
chipped phrase of Charles Reade, the principles of the 
art of naiiative must be equally observed. The choice 
of a noble and swelling style in prose affects the 
problem of nariation in the same way, if not to the 
same degiee, as the choice of measured verse, for both 
amply a closer synthesis of events, a higher key of 
dialogue, and a moie picked and stately sti£^n of 
words. If you are to refuse -Don Juan^ it is hard 
to see whv yon should include Zanom or (to bracket 
works of very different value) Tlie Scarlet Letter, and 
by what discrimination are you to open jour doors 
to The Process and close them on The 

Faery Queen ? To bring things closer home, I will 
here propound to Mr Besant a conundium. A narra¬ 
tive called Paradise Lost was written m English verse 
by one John Milton, what was it then? It was next 
translated b> Chatcaubnand into French prose, and 
what w'as it then ? Lastlj% the French translation was, 
by some inspired compatiiot of George Gilfillan (and of 
mine) turned bodily into an English novel; and, in 
the name of clearness, what was it then? 

But, once more, why should we add “fictitious”? 
The leason why is obvious The reason why not, if 
something more recondite, does not want foi weight, 
phe art of naiiative, in fact, is the same, whether it is 
applied to the selection and illustration of a i elf seribs 
of events or of an imaginary series. BoswelFs Life of 
Johnson (a work of cunning and inimitable art) owes 
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Us success to the same technical^nianceuvies as (let 
• us say) Tom /ofies : the clear conception of certain 
chftracteis of man, the choice and prestntation of coit.iin 
incidents out ot a great number that offered, and the 
invention (yes, in\ention) imd preservation of a ceitain 
key in dialogue. In which these things are d<jne with 
the more art —in which with the grtatei air ot natuic— 
readers will diffei ently judge. Boswl ll’s is, indeed, a very 
special case, and almost a generic, but it is not only 
in Boswell, it is in e\cry biogr.iphy with any salt of life, 
it is ij» evciy histoiy where events and men, rather than 
ideas, are piesented—m Tacitus, in ('arlyle, in Michelet, 
in Macaulay—that the novelist will find many ol his own 
methods most conspicuously and adroitly handled He 
will find besides that he, who is free—who has the light 
to invent or steal a nnssing incident, who has the right, 
more precious still, ol wholesale omission—is frequently 
defeated, and, witli ail his advantages, le,*\ts a lt.*ss 
strong impicssion of reality and passion Mr James 
utters his mind with a becoming fervoui on the sanctity 
of tiuth to the novelist, on a more careful f'^ammation 
truth will seem a word of very debateable propnety, not 
only for the Ubouis of the novelist, hut for those of the 
historian. No art—to use the daring phrase ol Mr 
James—can successfully “ compete with life ”, and the 
art that seeks to do so is condemned to pensh montthus 
avtts Life goes before us, infinite in complication, 
attended by the most various and surprising meteors; 
appe^ng at once to the eye, to the ear, to the mind— 
the s5t of wonder, to the touch—so thrilhngly delicate, 
and to the belly—so imperious when starved. It com¬ 
bines and employs in its manifestabon the method and 
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mateiial, not of onc^ait only, but of all the aits, Music 
IS but an arbitraiy trifling with a few of life’s majestic * 
chords, painting is brt a shadow of its pageantry*of 
light and colour; literaturt does but drily indicate that 
W(alth of incident, of inoial obligation, of virtue, vice, 
at lion, rapture and .igony, with which it teems To 
“compete with life,” whose sun we cannot look upon, 
whose passions and diseases waste and slay us—to com¬ 
pete w’lth the flavour of wine, the beauty of the dawn, 
the s( orching of fire, the bitterness of death and separa¬ 
tion—heie IS, indeed, a projected Lscaladc of haaven, 
here aie, indeed, labours for a Hercules in a dress coat, 
aimed with a pen and a du tionaiy to depict the passions, 
ainic<l with a tube of superior flakc-whitc to paint the 
poitiait of the insufferable sun No art is true m this 
sense none can “compete with lik not even history, 
built indeed of indisjmtable facts, but these fa( ts robbed 
of then vKacity and sling, so that even w'hen we lead 
of the sack of a city or the fall of an empire, we arc 
surprised, and justly commend the author’s talent, if our 
pulse be quickened And mark, for a last diffeientia, 
that this quickening of the pulse is, in almost every case, 
purely agreeable, that these phantom reproductions of 
experience, even at their most acute, convey decided 
pleasure, while experience itself, m the cockpit of life, 
can torture and slay 

What, then, is the object, what the method, of an art, 
and what the source of its power? The w’hole seciet is 
that no art does “compete with life” Man[s one 
method, whether he reasons or creates^ is to half-snut his 
eyes against the dazzle and confusion of reality. The 
artS; like arithmetic and geometry, turn away their eyes 
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from the gross, coloured and iiiohde naliire at oiir ftet, 
and regard instead a certain ligminlai) absiiaition 
(jeomttry will lell us of a rin.le, a thing nestr seen in 
nature, asked about a green unit or an non urde, it 
lays Its hand upon its mouth with tlie aits Paint¬ 
ing, iiiefully tompaiing sunshine and flake-whili, gives 
up truth of toloui, as it had alitail^ gi\en up itluf and 
movement and instead of \ying with nature airanges a 
sclienie of liarmonious tints Literature, ahovi* aM in its 
most typical mood, the mood of nariatue, sniiilail) tlocs 
the direct challenge and puisnes insiead an indc pt n<ient 
and creative aim So fai as it inulali - at .ill, it imiiah's 
not life but speerh not the facts of human (l<‘stin\, but 
the emphasis and the suppiessions witli which thch'unan 
actoi tells of them The rt.al art that dealt with life 
direct!) W'as that ot the first me n whe^ told then stones 
lound the savage campfire Oiii ait is m < iijiied, and 
bound to be occupied, not so mucii in making stones 
true as in making them typical, not so niuc h in captur¬ 
ing the lineaments of each fact, as in marshalling all of 
them towrards a common end For llic wdtei of im¬ 
pressions, all foicible but all disc lect, w'hi(,h life presents, 
it substitutes a certain artilicial senes of impussions, all 
indeed most feebly repiesenteci, l)Ut all aiming at the 
same effect, all eloquent of the same idea, all cliiming 
together like consonant notes m music or like the 
graduated tints m a good picture from all its chapters, 
from all its pages, from all its sentences, the well-wutten 
novel echoes and re-echoes its one creatne and control¬ 
ling mought, to this must every incident and character 
contnbute, the style must have been pitched m unison 
with this , and if there is anywhere a word that looks 
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another way, the b^ok would be stronger, clearer, and 
(I had almost said) fuller without it Life is monstrous, 
infinite, illogical, abrupt' and poignant, a work of aftt, 
in comparison, is neat, finite, self-contained, rational, 
flowing and emasculate Life imposes by brute energy, 
like inarticulate thunder, art catches the car, among the 
far louder noises of experience, like an air artificially 
made by a discreet musician. A pioposition of geometry 
does not compete with life, and a proposition of 
geometry is a fair and luminous parallel for a work of 
art Loth are uasonahle, both untrue to the ^rude 
fact, both inhere in nature, neither lepiesents it The 
novel, which is a \\oik of ait, exists, not by its resem- 
blani es to life, \\ Inch are forced and material, as a shoe 
must still consist of leather, but b> its immeasurable 
difference from life, vihich is designed and significant, 
and is both the method and the meaning of the woik. 

The life of man is not the subject of no\els, but the 
inexhaustible magarme from which subjects are to be 
selected, the name of these is legion; and with each 
new subject—for here again 1 must differ by the whole 
width of hta\en from Mi James—the true artist will 
vary his method and change the point of attack. That 
which was in one case an excellence, will become a 
defect in another; what was the making of one book,' 
will in the next be impel tinent or dull. First each 
novel, and then each class of novels, exists by and for 
itself. I will take, for instance, three main classes, 
winch are fairly*distinct’ first, the novel of adventure, 
which appeals to certain almost sensual and!^ quite ^ 
illogical tendencies in man, second, the novel of char¬ 
acter, which appeals to our intellectual appieciation of 
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man’s foibles and mingled and iticonstant motnes; 
*and third, the dramatic novel, which deals with the 
same stuff as the serious theatic, and appeals to our 
emotional natuie and moral judgment 

And first for the novel of adventure Mr James 
refers, with singular generosit) of praise, to a lilth* book 
about a quest for hidden treasiiic, hut ho lets fall, bv 
the way, some rather startling words In this hook he 
misses what he calls the immense luxury " of being 
' able to quarrel with his authoi The Ui\ui}, to most of 
us, IS *to lay by our judgment, to be submerged by the 
tale as by a billow, and only to awake, and b»gin to 
distinguish and find fault, when the piece is ovei and 
the volume laid aside Still more ii:markable is Mr 
James's reason He cannot criticise the author, as he 
goes, “because,” says he, comparing it with another 
work, “/ have been a child, hut I have never hen on a 
quest for buried treamre” Heie is, indeed, a wilful 
paradox; for if he has never been on a f|uest for buiied 
treasure, it can be demonstrated that he has never been 
a child There never was a child (unless Master James) 
but has hunted gold, and been a jiirate, and a militarv 
commander, and a bandit of the mountains, but has 
fought, and suffered shipwicck and piison, ,in<l imbrued 
its little hands in gore, and gallantly letrievcd the lost 
battle, and triumphantly protec ted innocence and beauty. 
Elsewhere in his essay Mr James has piolested with 
excellent reason against too nanow a conception of ex- 
perienc;^; for the born artist, he contends, the “ faintest 
hints of life ” are converted into revelations ; and it will 
be found true, I believe, in a majority of cases, that the 
artist wntes with more gusto and effect of those things 
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which he ha** onl) vkished to do, than of those which he 
has done Desire is a wonderful telescope, and Pispah 
the best observatory. Now, while it is true that neitHer 
Mr James nor the author of the work m question has ever, 
in the ileslily sense, gone cjucstmg after gold, it is prob¬ 
able that both ha\c ardently desiied and fondly imagined 
the details of such a life in )outhful day-dreams , and the 
authoi, t ounting upon that, and well .iware (cunning and 
low-minded man *) that this class of intertst, having been 
frequently tioated, finds a readily accessible and beaten 
road to the sympathies of the reader, addressed hvmself 
thioiighout to the building up and circumstantiation of 
this boMsh clieani Character to the boy is a sealed 
book foi him, a pirate is a beard, a pair of wnde 
trouseis and a libeial complement of pistols The 
author, for the sake of circumstantiation and because he 
was hinisi'lf more or less growm up, admitted chararter, 
W'lthin certain limits, into his design, but only w’ltbin 
certain limits Had the same puppets figured in a 
scheme of another sort, they had been drawn to very 
different puipose, for in this elementary no\el of ad¬ 
venture, the characters need to be presented with but 
one (’lass of qualities—the wailike and formidable So 
as th( V appear insidious in dt ceit and fatal in the com¬ 
bat, they have scivcd their end Danger is the matter 
with winch this class of novel deals, fear, the passion 
w’lth which It idly triffes, and the chaiacters aie por¬ 
trayed only so far as they lealise the sense of dangei and 
provoke the sympathy of fear To add more traits, to be 
too clever, to start the hare of moral or intellectual Interest 
while w'e are running the fox of material interest, is not 
to enrich but to stultify your tale. The stupid reader will 
only be offended, and the clever reader lose the scent. 
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The no\el of character has this^lifioiencL* fiom all 
•others thLit it RMjuiies no coheioncy of plot, and foi 
tin? reason, as in the case of Gil Ti/i/f, it is somctiinc^s 
called the novel of adventure It tin ns on the humours 
of the persons lepiescntcd, these are, to he suie, em¬ 
bodied in incidents but the incidents themselves, being 
^tiibutary, need not march in a piogassion, and the 
chaiacters niav be statically shoi\n As the} enter, so 
they ma) go out, the) must be consistiMit, but they 
need not grow Here Mr James will recognise the 
note (jf much of his own work he tieals, for the most 
part, the statics of rliarac ter, stud) mg it at rest or only 
gently moved; and, with his usu.il delicate and just 
artibtic instinct, he avoids those strongi*! passions winch 
would deform the attitudes he loves to study, and change 
hib sitters from the humorists of ordinary life to the 
biute forces and bare tjpes of more emotiondl moments 
In his recent lutlior of Beltiaffio^ so just in eonc cption, 
so nimble and neat in woikmanshij), strong passion is 
indeed employed, but observe that it is not displayed 
Kv'en in the heroine the woiking of the passion is sup- 
pre‘bbcd , and the great stiuggle, the true tiaged), the Siccne- 
a-/atrt\ passes unseen behind the panels of a locked door 
The delectable invention of the }oung visitor is intro¬ 
duced, conseiousl) or not, to this end th.it Mr James, 
true to his method, might avoid the scene of passion. 
I trust no reader will suppose me guilty of undervaluing 
this little masterpiece I mean meiely that it belongs to 
one marked ckass of novel, and that it would have been 
very differentl} conceived and treated had it belonged to 
that other marked class, of which 1 now proceed to speak 

1 take pleasure in calling the dramatic novel by that 
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name, because it eiables me to point out by the way 
a strange and peculiarly English misconception It is 
sometimes supposed that the drama consists of incident 
It consists of passion, which gives the actor his oppor¬ 
tunity , Jind that passion must progressnely inciease, 
or the actor, as the piece proceeded, would be unable 
to carry the audience from a lower to a higher pitch of 
interest and emotion A good seiious plaj must there- 
foie be foundc d on one of the passionate rruce^ of life, 
where duty and inclination come nobly to the giapple , 
and the same is true of what I call, for that reason, the 
diam itic novel X wull instance a few worthy specimens, 
all of our own day and language , MeiedithS Rhoda 
that wonderful and painful book, long out of 
print,^ and hunted for at bookstalls like an Aldine, 
HardyS Pair of Blue Eyes, and two of Charles 
Reade’s, Urijffitk Gauvt and the Double Marriage^ 
originally called While ZteSf and founded (by an 
accident quaintly favourable to my nomenclature) on a 
play by Mariuet, the partner of the great Dumas In 
this kind of novel the closed door of The Author oj 
Belliqffio must be broken open, passion must appear 
upon the scene and utter its last woid, passion is the 
be-all and the end all, the plot and the solution, the 
protagonist and the deus ex viachinh m one The 
characters may come anyhow' upon the stage * we do 
not care, the point is, that, before they lea\ e it, they 
shall become transfigured and raised out of themselves 
by passion It may be pait of the design to dr^ thepi 
with detail; to depict a full-length character, and then 
behold it melt and change in the furnace of emotion 

^ Now no longer &o, thank Heaven ' 
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But there IS no olihgation of the sqrt, nire jioitiaiture 
* is not required, and we are content to accejit mete 
abstract types, so they be stiongly and sinreuh incned 
A novel of this class m.iy he even great, and yt_l contain 
no individual figuie, it may begical, because itdi-vplays 
the workings of the pertiiibed heart and lh(» iniiuisonal 
utteiance of passitni, and with an artist of the stcond 
class it IS, indeed, even more hkelv to hi gieat, when 
the issue has thus been narrowed and the whole foire of 
the WTiter’s mind directed to passion alone Cl(‘'eintss 
again^which Infs its fair ficdd m the novel of c'lniactcT, 
IS debaried all entiy upon this more soIimtui theatre A 
far-fetched motive, an ingenious evasion of the issue, a 
witty instead of a passionate turn, offend us like an 
insincerity. All should be jilain, .ill stiaightforwaid to 
the end. Hence it is that, in Rhoda Mrs 

Lovell raisi-s sui'h lesentinuit m the reader , Iut motives 
are too flimsy, her wavs arc too ccjuivocal, for the w'cight 
and strength of her suiroundings. Hence the hot in¬ 
dignation of the reader when Balzac, after having begun 
the Duchesse de Lerngeats in tciins of strong if some¬ 
what sw'ollen passion, cuts the knot by the deiangtinont 
of the hero’s clock Such person.xges and incidents belong 
to the novel of chaiactcr, they are out of place in the 
high society of the pas-.ions, when the passions aic intro¬ 
duced in art at their full height, we look to sec them, 
not baffled and impotently striving, .as in life, hut toweling 
above circumstance and acting substitutes for fate 
And here I can imagine Mr James, with his lucid 
sense, ^ intervene To much of what I have said he 
would apparently demur, in much he w'ould, somewhat 
impatiently, acquiesce. It may be true; but it is not 
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w liat he desired t« say or to hear said He spoke of 
the finished picture and its worth when done, I, of the 
brushes, the palette, and the north light He uttered 
his \iew's m the tone and for the ear of good society, 
1, w'lth the emphasis and technicalities of the obtrusive 
student Rut the jioint, 1 may rejily, is not merely to 
amuse the public, but to offer helpful adu(c to the 
young writei And the young writer will not so much 
be helped by genial pictures of what an art mav aspire 
to at Its highest, as by a true idea of what it must be on 
the lowest terms The best that wc can say to iiiin is 
this Let him choose a motive, whether of character 
or passion, caicfnlly construct his plot so that every 
inci(l'*nt IS an illustiation of the motive, and every 
propelty employed sliall bear to it a near relation of 
congiuity or contrast, a\oid a sub plot, unless, as some¬ 
times ill Sliakcsj-oare, the sub-plot be a re\ersion or 
complemenl of the main intrigue, suffei not his stjle to 
flag below the lei cl of the argument, pitch the key of 
cun vernation, not w'lth any thought of how men talk in 
parlouis, but with a single eye to the degree of passion 
ho ma)' be called on to express , and allows neither him¬ 
self in the narrative nor any character in the course of 
the dialogue, to utter one sente nee that is not part and 
paiccl of the business of the story or the discussion 
of the problem involved. Let him not regret if this 
shortens his book, it will be better so, for to add 
irrelevant matter is not to lengthen but to bury. Let 
him not mind if he miss a thousand qualities, so^that he 
keeps unflaggingly in pursuit of the one he has chosen. 
Let him not care particularly if he miss the tone of 
conversation, the pungent material detail of the day’s 
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manners, the reproduction of the »lmosy)heie and the 
' environment I’hese elements are not essential a no\el 
may be excellent, and ye* have none of them , a passion 
or a character is so iniu li the bi tlei depu ted as it rises 
dearer from maUrial iireumslame In this ago of the 
particular, lot him remember the ag( s of the ab'.lrar t, 
the great books of the past, the bia\e mm tli.it li\ed 
before ^3hakespe^lre and bifore IJalzai And as the 
root of the whole matter, let him bear in mind that his 
novel IS not a transi npt of life, to be juilgt d by its 
cxactAude, but a siinplification of sornt side or point of 
life, to stand or fall Viy its signifi<ant simpliLiiy For 
although, in great men, woiking upon gieat niotncs, 
what we observe and admire is otkri ihcir compkxily, 
yet underneath ayiiiearanccs the truth lemains un¬ 
changed that simplifitalion was their method, and 
that simplicity is their i \ccllence- 


II 

Since the al)0\c was wiitkii anoiber noveli'-t lias 
entered repeatedly the lists of Ihcoiv one well worthy 
of mention, Mr W. I) Howells, and none even oudied 
a lance with narrower convictions Hi*, own work and 
those of his pupils and masters singly orciipy hw mind, 
he lb the bondslave, the zealot of his school, he dreams 
of an advance in art like what ihcTe is in siictue, he 
thinks of past things as radically dead, he tliinks a 
form c^n be outlived a strange immersion in his own 
historyj a strange forgetfulness of the history of the 
race * Meanwhile, by a glance at his own w'orks (could 
he see them w'lth the eager eyes of his readers) much of 
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this illusion would dispelled For ishile he holds all 
the poor little orthodoxies of the day—no poorer and.no * 
smallci tlian those of yesterd.iy or to-morrow, poor and 
small, indeed, only so far as they are exclusive—-the 
living cjuality of much that he has done is of a contrary, 

I had almost said of a heretical, complexion A man, 
as 1 lead liim, of an originally strong romantic bent—a 
certain glow of ron||pce still resides in many of his 
books, and lends them their distinction As by acci¬ 
dent he runs out and revels m the exceptional, and 
It is then, as often as not, that his reader rejoices 
—^justly, as I contend For m all this excessive 
eagerness to be centrally human, is there not one 
central human thing that Mi Howells is too often 
tempted to neglect 1 mean himself'* A poet, a 
finished artist, a man in love with the appearances 
of life, a cunning readei of the mind, he has other 
passions and aspirations than those he loves to draw. 
And why should he suppress himself and do such 
teveience to the Lemuel Uarkers^ The obvious is not 
of necessit) the normal, fashion rules and deforms, the 
majority lall tamely into the contemporary shape, and 
thus attain, in the eyes of the true observer, only a 
higher power of insignificance, and the danger is lest, 
m seeking to draw the normal, a man should draw the 
null, and write the novel of society instead of the 
loiiiance of man. 


PlintcJ l>y I'aLI ANTYIvT, If\NhON Ccfc « 
I.duiburt;li Loadv'i 








